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$6,000.00  in  prizes — Seepages  36-37 


That  moment  of  a  lifetime  —  that  lifetime  in  a 
moment — when  heart  and  heart  are  beating  fast — 
when  lips  are  whispering  love,  and  shining  eyes 
return  it — 

Crown  that  great  moment  with  this  great  thrill: 
A  genuine  diamond  ring! 

Genuine — nothing  else  will  do— aBluebird  Dia- 
mond Ring  of  exquisite  cut  and  setting — admired 
and  envied  everywhere — a  known  standard  of  value. 

You  can  buy  one.  Fifty  to  five  hundred  dollars 
is  the  range  of  prices — gorgeous  rings  in  the  group 
from  $75  to  $125.  And  every  Bluebird  Ring  is 
backed  by  a  Warranty  Certificate.  Everyone  can  be 
bought  from  a  well  known  jeweler  at  the  proper 
retail  prices.  We  guarantee — as  plainly  marked  on 
the  metal  tag  attached  to  each  ring. 

"THE  man" — you  who  want  to  give  "THE  girl'* 
THE  best — just  see  these  rings  for  yourself.  Send 
the  coupon  and  get  the  free,  new  book  that  shows 
them — "The  Book  That  Lovers  Love." 


Maurice  J.  Walsh,  Limited,  Dept.  T7, 
910  Federal  Bldg.,  Toronto  2,  Ont. 
Gentlemen:  Please  send  me  "The  Book 
That  Lovers  Love."  No  obligation  of 
course. 
Name 

Address 

City Prov 


bird 


uie 

GENUINE    DIAMOND    KINGS 

MAURICE  J.  WALSH,  LIMITED 

Federal  Building,  Toronto 
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REACHING  t' "  f  HIGHEST  PEAK  OF  EFFICIENCY 


Containing  1^160  feef\  ^ 

continuous  writing  in  one  loading 

-^OR  convenience,  for  beauty,  for  writing  ease,  millions  have  chosen  Eversharp. 

Now — a  new  test  proves  its  economy.     With  one  complete  loading  of  your 

^JJ      favorite  Eversharp,  you  can  write  three  miles  and  a  quarter  of  words  without 

thought-disturbing    interruptions   or    time-wasting   delays.     But   always  use  the 

standard  RED  TOP    leads,  sold  by  Wahl  dealers  everywhere  at  15  cents  a  tube. 

Your  choice  in  GREEX-JADE,  RED,  BLACK  OR  ROSE- 
WOOD; GOLD,  SILVER  OR  ENAMEL;  standard  and  over-size 
models  for  men,  women  and  the  younger  generation,  at  all  prices. 


And  the  write-hand  companion  of    EVERSHARP  is  the  WA//l>  PEN    to  match. 

MADE  IN  CANADA  BY  THE  WAHL  COMPANY  LIMITED. TORONTO 
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Individuality! 

There  is  no  shoe  just 
like  an  Astoria  either 


in 

Class  Comfort 

or  Value 

Built  by  master  Craftsmen, 
of  finest  materials,  it  pro- 
vides style,  easy  wear  and 
long  life  at  minimum  cost. 

SCOTT  &  McHALE,  LIMITED 

London,  Ontario 
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S.O.S.  Call 

/""AN  any  one 

Tell  me 
What  to  do 
For  John, 

Who  is  nearly  three 
And  hasn't  written 
A  single  poem 
On  a  bird  or  flower 
Or  tree? 

Does  any  one 

Know  if, 

A  little  yeast 

Daily,  a  cake  or  two 

At  least, 

Would  set 

His  inhibitions 

Free 

And  make  him  versify 

For  me? 

It  is  time 

For  John, 

Who  is  getting  on, 

To  help 

Our  Canadian  verse 

Along. 

So  I  appeal 

To  connoisseurs 

Of  childhoods  poems 

In  the  daily  news. 

MARGARET    ROSS. 

*  *  * 

Footprints 

Children,  getting  on  a  street  car, 
Should  be  made  to  wipe  their  feet. 

Or  they'll  always  leave  behindthem 
Footprints  on  the  trolley  seat. 

— C.  Warden  La  Roe- 

*  *        * 

Parcel  Post 

A  travelling  salesman  in  a  strange 
town  was  handed  a  message  from 
his  wife,  which  read  as  follows: 

"Twins  arrived  to-night.  More 
by  mail." 


Unofficial  Football  Rules 


An  end  runner  is  expected  to 
retain  possession  of  the  ball  as 
long  as  he  is  conscious  or  until  he 
can  pass  it. 

No  player  who  buries  his  face 
in  the  turf  is  required  to  replace 
the  divot;  in  fact,  he  may  swallow 
it  without  fear  of  penalty. 

The  play  does  not  necessarily 
stop  when  a  player's  ear  is  torn  off, 
his  backbone  bent  or  his  nose 
stepped  on. 

Convention  decrees  that  when  a 
player  misses  a  tackle,  he  should 
give  a  grunt  audible  to  the  occu- 
pants of  all  the  lower  tiers  of  seats. 

Spectators  who  have  distinguish- 


ed themselves  at  such  gruelling 
games  as  lost  heir,  ping-pong  and 
croquet,  are  entitled  to  offer  the 
players  unlimited  advice  and  re- 
proof. 

No  matter  how  ill-used  it  may 
feel  itself  to  be,  no  team  is  per- 
mitted to  carry  its  grievance  to  the 
League  of  Nations.  The  latter 
has  troubles  enough  already. 

Players  engaged  in  making 
mincemeat  of  the  opposing  team 
should  remember  at  all  times  that 
this  must  be  done  strictly  in 
accordance  with  the  printed  rules. 

R.     K.    HALL. 


maM 


"Hungry?     My  dear,  we  just  sat  down  and  gouged  ourselves!' 
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THE  START  OF  THE  FIRST  MARATHON  SWIM 


Landmarks 

Flapper  throws  nation  into  tur- 
moil by  suggesting  to  her  boy 
friend  that  she  pay  for  half  of  the 
dinner. 

Man  from  Omaha  admits  he 
doesn't  like  to  visit  New  York  but 
would  enjoy  living  there. 

Harvard  resumes  football  rela- 
tions with  Princeton  and  wins 
handily. 

Young  intellectual  admits  he 
likes  famous  Norwegian  author 
even  though  he  doesn't  understand 
him. 

Humorist  causes  death  of  four 
editors  from  heart  failure  by  draw- 
ing a  picture  in  which  a  big  brute 


of  the  Future 

of  a  husband  stays  up  with  a  rolling 
pin  and  beans  his  little,  late- 
returning  wife. 

Movie  star  marries  and  lives 
happily  ever  afterwards. 

Youthful  writer,  on  having  his 
material  rejected,  admits  that  he 
agrees  absolutely  with  the  editor's 
taste. 

Prominent  general  declares  that 
the  only  way  to  stop  war  is  not  by 
arming  but  by  disarming. 

Prize-fighting  champion  deplores 
forced  inactivity  of  two  months 
due  to  lack  of  challengers. 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 


Editorial 

"I  have  been  criticized  quite  a 
little  by  some  of  the  town 
"smart-alecks"  for  using  poor 
grammar.  Now  I  have  three 
good  reasons  for  this.  In  the 
first  place  I  don't  know  any 
better.  Second,  half  of  your 
wouldn't  understand  it  if  I  did 
use  it.  Third,  if  I  did  speak  and 
write  correctly  I  might  be  man- 
aging some  big  New  York  paper 
at  a  large  salary  and  you  farmers 
would  lose  the  best  editor  in 
Graham  county." 
— From  the  Moreland  (Kans.) 
Monitor. 
And  that's  that! 
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The  Perfect  Gentleman 

HOW  TO  FALL  DOWN  AN  ELEVATOR 
SHAFT 

A  GENTLEMAN  never  loses 
his  self-possession.  That's 
what  my  mother  always  said,  and 
I  agree  with  her.  Practically  any- 
one can  fall  down  an  elevator 
shaft,  but  it  takes  a  gentleman  to 
do  it  with  nicety  and  aplomb. 
Now  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  remain 
serene  in  the  case  at  hand  because 
no  one  is  going  to  fall  down  a 
shaft  on  purpose  in  these  days  of 
scepticism  and  scientific  thinking. 
In  Galileo's  time,  perhaps.  Then 
they  were  experimenting  with  the 
laws  of  gravity  and  the  speed  of 
falling  bodies.  This  proves  that 
there  is  such   a   thing   as   progress. 

But  the  crux  of  the  matter  lies 
in  the  manner  of  falling.  Although, 
as  we  have  intimated,  you  have 
been  taken  by  surprise,  do  not 
cry  out  when  you  find  yourself 
hurtling  through  space.  Since  your 
whereabouts  are  constantly  shift- 
ing, any  such  action  would  obvi- 
ously be  misleading  to  the  inhabit- 
ants of  the  various  floors  you  pass. 
Naturally  the  only  sensible  thing 
to  do  is  to  take  out  a  pencil  and 
pad  and  chart  a  diagram  of  your 
course.  This  is  done  by  drawing  a 
straight  line  vertically  from  the  top 
to  the  bottom  of  your  paper,  mak- 
ing arrow  feathers  at  the  top  of 
the  line  and  an  arrow  head  at  the 
bottom.  This  line  should  be 
marked  "Course  of  flight.''  Print, 
do  not  write.  And  then  sign  the 
diagram,  of  course,  printing  your 
last  name  first.  Example:  Not 
"Edward  Smith,"  but  "Smith,  Ed- 
ward, C."  You  probably  won't 
have  time  for  your  address.  This 
naturally  simplifies  matters  at  the 
investigation  or  inquest.  Hold  the 
paper  above  your  head  when  you 
land.  This  will  prevent  it  from 
becoming  dirty.  If  dead,  stay 
dead.     Ha!  ha! 

If  alive  your  duty,  patently,  is 
to  groan  and,  damme,  keep  groan- 
ing until  the  reporters  have  come 
and  taken  notes  on  your  tonal 
qualities.  The  best  type  of  groan- 
ing comes  from  deep  in   the  chest 


The  Poet:   "Ah,  on  yonder  mossy  spot  wha'  an  ideal  place  to  share 
a  dainty  sna.li  with  the  most  beautiful  girl  in  the  World!" 
The  Realist:  "Sure.      If  you  didn't  want  to  go  to  a  hotel." 


and  should  be  thrown  against  the 
teeth — if  any  remain.  This  throws 
the  voice  up  and  imparts  to  it 
what  singing-teachers  call,  I  think, 
"timbre."  When  medical  atten- 
tion arrives  keep  a  cheerful  front 
and  crack  a  joke  or  two — not  too 
maudlin,  but  nice,  polished,  sophis- 
ticated jokes.  You  will  find  some 
examples  in  this  issue  of  Goblin. 
Carefully  withold  any  adverse  criti- 
cism of  the  elevator  man  for  leaving 
the  shaft  door  open.  Remember, 
it    might    lose    him    his    job.       A 


gentleman  is,  above  all  else,  kind 
to  others.  That's  what  my  Aunt 
Mathilda  claims. 


PARKE    CUMMINGS- 

*  *  * 


Gratulatory 
[  AM    glad    that    I    do     not    like 

bread  over  well, 
Else  I  should  not  be  able  to  sit  here 
In    the   Presbyterian    church-yard, 
Writing  nothing  in  particular 
On  this  large,  brown  envelope 
With     the     pretty     Confederation 
stamp.  — r.g.e. 
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•I  THOUGHT  FAT  WAS  A  WOMAN  HATER?" 

■NOT  SINCE  HER  OLD  MAN  TIED  THAT  BULLDOG  IN  THE  ORCHARD. 


Two  Song  Composers  Meet 


"LJELLO,  Jack!  Look  as  if 
you're  Worry  in '." 

"Oh,  hello,  old  man.  No,  not 
that,  I  was  Just  Wondering." 

"That's  No  Bargain.  But  why 
So  Blue?  It's  a  Million  to  One 
You're  in  Love  Again." 

"Yes,  you're  right.  I'm  in  Love 
Again." 

"Who  Do  You  Love?" 

"My  Sunday  Girl." 

"That's  a  Good  Girl." 

"Angel  Eyes,  Lingering  Lips  and 
say,   She's  My  Idea  of  Heaven — " 

"Sentimental  Silly!" 

"Well,  perhaps  I  do  need  Some- 
one to  Watch  over  Me.  But,  What 
Does  It  Matter?" 

"Love  'Em  and  Leave  'Em  is  the 
best  plan.  Then  you  can  always 
Wake  up  with  a  Smile." 

"Maybe.  But  have  you  ever 
had  One  Night  of  Love  in  Spain?" 

"A  Lane  in  Spain?" 


"No,  In  a  Little  Spanish  Town." 
"When  Twilight  Comes?" 
"Yes,  and  under   The  Same  Old 
Moon." 

"Ah,  it's  true  that  Love  Is  Just  a 
Little  Bit  of  Heaven." 

"You  Don't  Like  It—Not  Much!" 

"Yes,  but  you  see  /  Never  Knew 

What  the  Moonlight  Could  Do  until 

I    met    this   Pal  of  My   Lonesome 

Hours." 

"Whoozis?" 

"Oh,  What  a  Pal  Was  Whoozis—" 
"No,  no!     I  mean  who  is  she?" 
"A  Dream!  and  another  thing, 
She's  Got  'It'." 
"Is  It  Possible?" 
"Yes,     and     she's    from     Down 
Kentucky    Way.       And    Ain't    She 
Sweet?    Believe  me  There's  a  Trick 
in  Pickin    a  Chic-Chic-Chicken." 

"Sometimes,  but  generally  //  All 
Depends  on  You.  But  should  you 
need  help  Just  Call  on  Me." 


"Thanks,  I'll  Always  Remember 
You.  Well,  I  guess  I'll  be  going  as 
I'm  on  My  Way  Home,  so  I'll  just 
get  Hot  Heels." 

"So  Will  I." 

(Wa!  Wa!  Wa!) 

WILLIAM  RAY  GILMAN. 

5fc  #  * 

Ambition  Plus 

Goldstein  bought  a  clothing  store, 

Goldstein  had  ambition; 
Then  Goldstein  took  insurance  out 

A  "sure-fire''  proposition. 

*  *        * 

He  Didn't  Play  Tag 

Solicitor:  "Would  you  be  so  kind 
as  to  help  the  Actresses'  Home?" 
Scotchman:      "Sure!   Where  are 

they?" 

*  *        * 

"The  christening  of  the 
Chicago  will  include  the  release 
of  10  carrier  pigeons  carrying 
1 ,000  pounds  of  mail  and 
President  Coolidge  and  Post- 
master-General Harry  New." 
—  Oklahoma  (Okla.)Oklahoman. 
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Football  Faces 


Realistically  Reproduced 

by 

RICARDO 


Oscar.  7 he  wind  is  in  the  wrong 
direction  for  the  team.  His  par- 
ticular sweetie  hopes  the  wind  won't 
change  while  Oscar's  face  is  set  just 
like  that. 


Mollie  wonders  if,  after  all,  she 
made  the  best  choice  when  she 
accepted  Jack,  s  invitation  to  the 
dance  to-night.  Jack,  is  just  being 
collected  with  a  shovel. 


Jake,  the  Gridiron  Gorilla.  He 
certainly  shouts  a  wonderful  game. 
Three  hours  later  a  ^iW  policeman 
will  pull  Jake  off  the  City  Hall  steps 
and  no  one  will  be  sorry. 


Freddie — he's  got  it  all  doped 
out.  If  Queen's  score  a  touch-down 
in  the  first  quarter  he  cleans  up.  On 
the  other  hand,  if  Varsity  wins  by 
a  majority  less  than  three  times  the 
square  root  of  the  Argo-Hamilton 
half-time  score,  he  loses  his  shirt. 
That  goes  for  the  Christie,  too. 


T  Marion  just  loves  football  games. 
Such  a  thrilling  sport!  And,  my 
dear,  there's  that  Crosby  girl,  and 
it's  the  second  time  she's  worn  thai 
hat  to  a  game  and  the  third  time 
for  the  beau! 
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MR.  FERGUSON;  "GO  ON  HOME!' 
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School  Spirit   and  the  Big  University 


T.  MATTHEWS  were  playing  Hard- 
over  for  the  championship  of  the 
preparatory  school  group.  The  slight 
|figures  in  the  opposing  lines  shuddered, 
locked,  then  swayed  in  a  confused  mass 
of  maroon  and  blue.  Suddenly  like  a 
stag  a  stripling  shot  out  and  down  the  field,  the  ball 
tucked  safely  under  his  left  arm.  There  was  shrill 
cheering.  The  opposing  backs  came  up.  A  tense 
moment  ...  a  dive — and  the  stag  was  grounded. 
Breathlessly  the  teams  lined  up.  Breathlessly  from 
opposing  sides  of  the  field  several  hundred  small 
supporters  clenched  their  fists  in  a  combined  fervor 
that  was  an  ache  for  victory.  Somewhere  in  the 
crowd  a  little  boy's  lips  moved  slightly  He  was 
promising  to  be  a  good  boy  if  only  God  would  let 
the  team  win. 

It  matters  very  little  whether  St.  Matthews  beat 
Hardover.  What  is  most  significant  is  the  ecstacy 
of  keen  contest  and  the  unity  of  spirit  that  obtains 
at  preparatory  school  games. 

There  are  also  examinations.  The  matriculant 
faces  his  first  year  at  a  university  with  mingled 
emotions.  Inexplicable  as  it  may  seem  to  him,  he  is 
convinced  that  here  he  will  form  as  fine  and  soul- 
stirring  an  allegiance  as  that  which  he  knew  in  the 
school  he  has  left.  There  is  a  wealth  of  evidence 
to  support  this  hope.  Are  there  not  tales  galore  of 
college  life,  of  friendships  formed,  of  the  lazy, 
studious,  colorful  atmosphere  into  which  he  believes 


he  has  entered.  He  remembers  the  enthusiasm  of 
his  father  for  his  old  Alma  Mater.  The  first  month, 
however,  is  crowded  with  conflicting  impressions. 
In  many  of  the  universities  of  to-day,  the  primary 
impression  is  of  magnitude.  Here  the  freshman  is 
swamped  in  a  sea  of  strange  faces.  He  realizes  in 
an  unpleasant  moment  that  it  would  take  him  the 
best  part  of  his  first  year  to  become  familiar  with 
even  the  topography  of  the  campus.  The  result 
is  often  unfortunately  the  hurried  acquisition  of  a 
synthetic  sentimentalism  for  an  institution  for  which 
he  has  as  much  true  feeling  as  for  the  fair  grounds 
of  the  Philadelphia  Sesqui-centennial. 

In  these  days  of  the  League  of  Nations  and  H.  G. 
Wells,  patriotism  has  lost  a  little  of  its  glamour. 
To  be  sure,  reaction  is  coming  into  its  own  again, 
and  the  young  Socialists  of  the  early  post-war  days 
are  now  tramping  heavily  about  in  guardsmen's 
boots,  but  the  blind  fury  of  allegiance  is  less  popular. 
A  few  people  View  With  Alarm  Mr.  Mussolini.  If, 
however,  we  are  not  to  become  a  race  of  rationalized 
robots,  we  must  hold  a  few  enthusiasms,  and  of  these 
one  of  the  purest,  one  of  the  finest,  is  the  phenomenon 
known  as  School  Spirit.  It  is  unfortunate  if  School 
Spirit  does  not  find  a  counterpart  in  University 
Spirit  in  later  years,  and  yet  in  the  larger  university 
it  is  almost  impossible  for  the  individual  to  embrace 
suddenly  as  his  comrades  anywhere  from  two  to  ten 
thousand  haphazardly  assorted  souls. 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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POTAGE  CANADIEN 


Constructive  Suggestion 


Museum?      Are      they      tastefully 
draped?     Why    not    an    indignant 

fy&NE  of  the  outstanding  protest    about    the    books    at    the 

and  amusing  features  library   or,   further,    with    an   idea 

J  of    this    year's    Can-  0f  really  educating  the  dear  pub- 

\  adian  National  Exhi-  1JVC(    let    us    have    a  few  protests 

•%/Vi\  bition  was  the  popu-  about   the   language   used    by   our 

larity  of  the  Art  Gal-  erudite    Members    of    Parliament, 
ery,  before  which  a  waiting  queue 

could  be  found  at  almost  any  time  Public  Property? 
of  the  day.  It  is  well  known  that  ""THE  decision  of  Howard  Fer- 
this  sudden  interest  in  Art  has  guson  not  to  be  a  candidate 
been  occasioned  by  a  recent  letter  for  the  leadership  of  the  Con- 
in  the  columns  of  one  of  our  servative  Party  at  the  October 
Moulders  of  Public  Opinion  signed  convention    brings    out    the    ques- 


by  an  irate  father  and 
denouncing  the  immo- 
rality of  paintings  in 
the  nude.  The  letter 
even  made  certain  in- 
vidious comparisonswith 
the  hula  dancers  in  the 
Midway.  The  line  of 
argument  was,  as  we 
remember  it,  if  the 
ladies     in     the     pictures 


tion  of  just  how  much 
the  life  of  a  public  man 
belongs  to  himself,  and 
in  what  measure  it  is 
the  property  of  the  Com- 
monwealth. The  pro- 
gressive policy  of  com- 
mon sense  and  intelli- 
gent administration 
which  has  left  bright 
the     political     path     behind     Mr. 


can     go 

around    without    any    clothes    on,  Ferguson  leads  us  to  believe  that 

why   not   the   hula   dancers?     The  his  brains  and  ability  would  be  an 

horrible  possibilities  thus  brought  asset  to  our  Dominion  Parliament, 

to  mind  didn't  scare  people  away  much    as    his    loss    would    be    felt 

from     the    Art  Gallery.      Nor  the  directly     in     Ontario.      Indirectly, 

Midway.     The     reverse     was     the  of   course,    Ontario   would  benefit, 

case,  and  the  worthy  cause,  if  any,  The    pr0p0rtion    of   public    men 

to  which  the  Art  Gallery  proceeds  who  enter  poiitics  through  purely 

are  devoted  benefits  tremendously.  public-spirited  motives  is  probably 

small,     but   when   a   man's   record 


The  lesson  is  obvious.  Consider 
the  dozens  of  other  worthy  insti- 
tutions at  present  insufficiently 
patronized  which  could  be  brought 
into  deserving  popularity  by  the 
same  methods.  Let  some  angry 
parent  write  to  the  press  announ- 
cing the  shocking  bad  manners  of 
the  emu  at  the  Zoological  Gardens, 
and  the  grounds  should  be  packed. 
What  about  the   mummies  at   the 


has  made  him  part  and  parcel 
of  the  governing  organization  of 
the  country,  there  must  be  some 
dividing  line  past  which  he  be- 
comes as  much  common  property 
as  the  Royal  Mint. 

A  Sure  Thing 
JUST  at  the   moment  no  business 


Room  until  the  odds  have  been 
settled  and  the  events  placed  on 
the  coming  Dempsey-Tunney 
argument  at  Chicago.  Prognosti- 
cators  of  fistic  encounters  are 
notoriously  fallible,  but  at  no 
great  risk  we  venture  the  guess 
that  the  ultimate  victor  will  be 
Tex  Rickard.  At  great  risk,  how- 
ever, we  venture  the  suggestion 
that  this  is  the  only  example  on 
record  of  a  situation  when  "getting 
the  gate"  is  fortunate. 

Overheard 

"I  THINK  it's  a  crime— a  Ger- 
man winning,  and  now  all 
this  talk  about  giving  him  a  ban- 
quet! Those  people  who  are  in 
such  a  hurry  to  rush  out  and  make 
fools  of  themselves  ought  to  think 
back  nine  years,  I  say." 

"Nonsense,  Vierkoetter  didn't 
cause  the  war. 

"He's  a  German,  isn't  he?  Ans- 
wer me  that!' 

"Sure  he's  a  German." 

"That's  enough  for  me.  I  know 
what  Germans  are.  As  if  the  War 
wasn't  enough!  Ask  anybody  whose 
been  over  in  Germany  recently. 
All  the  best  accommodations  taken 
up  by  disgusting,  fat  Huns!  And 
he's  taking  all  that  money  back 
with  him  out  of  the  country,  too." 

"Well,  what  of  it?  It  wasn't 
our  money,  anyway.  William 
Wrigley  Jr.,  isn't  a  Canadian." 

"Oh,  you  make  me  sick!  You're 
probably  one  of  those  people  who 
sympathize  with  this  Mr.  Sacco 
and  What's-his-name.  I'd  like 
to  have  heard  you  say  anything 
like  that  when  the  War  was  on. 
You'd  be  tarred  and  feathered 
and    it    would    serve    you    right!" 

"When  theWarwason  I  wouldnt 
have  felt  like  saying  it.     And  when 
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the  next  war  is  on  I'll  probably 
be  believing  the  same  things  about 
the  Russians  or  the  Italians  or 
our  brave  allies,  the  French,  as 
you  think  about  the  Germans  now, 
along  with  you.'' 

"Oh,    what's    the    use?         Why 
don't  you  read  the  papers?" 

Note  on  Pacifism 

A  SANE  person  is  one  who 
adjusts  himself,  to  his  own 
advantage,  to  his  environment. 
An  insane  person  is  one 
who  is  incapable  of  do- 
ing so.  In  this  genera- 
tion of  easy  communica- 
tion, the  individual's 
environment  in  times  of 
peace  is  the  world.  Hence 
the  sane  man  to-day 
favours  international 
peace  and  goodwill  be- 
cause under  it  he  prospers.  In 
times  of  war  the  individual's 
environment  is  immediately  limi- 
ted to  the  boundaries  of  his 
own  country.  With  national  feel- 
ing running  hot,  it  is  to  the  benefit 
of  the  individual  to  be  actively 
militant.  The  once  sane  pacifist 
may  become  the  conscientious 
objector  whose  sanity  in  this 
changed  state  is  thus  open  to 
question. 

Au  ReVoir 

QH-HUM!  They've  gone,  with 
the  soft  Southern  accents  and 
the  Mid  die- Western  accents  and 
the  Far  Western  accents  and  the 
Brooklynese  and  the  daown  East 
twang;  they've  gone,  with  the 
linen  plus-fours  and  the  glorious 
golf  stockings  and  the  horn-rimmed 
specs  and  the  receipted  hotel  bills; 
they've  gone,   with   the    suit-cases 


on  the  running  board,  with 
the  "Toronto  or  bust"  slogans, 
with  the  khaki-knick- 
ered  grand  mothers  and 
the  Guest-in-Canadas 
and  the  bi-international 
patriotic  flag  displays 
on  the  radiator  caps, 
and  a  guy  can  get  across 
the  street  now.  Yes, 
the  Exhibition  is  over 
and  our  Neighbours  to 
the  South  of  Us  (Gor'  bless'em!) 
have  departed  leaving 
our  thriving  young 
nation  feeling  like  a 
balloon  with  the  air  let 
out.  The  taxi-drivers 
no  longer  fall  asleep  on 
the  run  and  it  is  poss- 
ible to  get  a  table  in  a 
hotel  dining  room,  and 
even,  if  you  know  the 
manager,  a  room.  The  souvenirs 
are  being  packed  away  for  an- 
other season.  They  came,  They 
spent,  and  They  departed.  Oh- 
hum! 

The  Audience 

\X^E  have  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  best  vantage  point 
from  which  to  watch  the  progress 
of  a  Marathon  swim  is  before  the 
bulletin  board  of  a  newspaper 
office.  A  Marathon  swim  viewed 
from  the  shore  makes  a  cricket 
match  seem  as  hectic  as  the 
Saturday  night  boxing  at  the  St. 
Athletic  Club  by  comparison. 
Far  out  in  the  lake  black  dots  are 
discernible,  the  scene  enlivened 
only  slightly  by  the  odd  yacht 
or  two.  Occasionally  a  ripple  of 
excitement  passes  through  the 
crowd.  The  ripple  is  caused  by 
one  of  the  specks  approaching 
close     enough     to     develop     arms. 


Trying  to  distinguish  and  cheer  for 
your  favourite  is  about  as  satisfact- 
ory asalongdistance  tele- 
phone conversation  with 
your  best  girl  in  Paris. 
The  ringsideseat-holders 
have  to  depend  upon 
the  extra  editions  of 
the  newspapers  in 
order  to  find  out 
what  it  is  they  are 
viewing.  In        front 

of  the  newspaper  office,  however, 
all  is  different.  Here  the  element 
of  surprise,  the  sudden  exciting 
turn  of  events,  is  found;  here  the 
crowds,  bunched  closely  of  neces- 
sity, develop  camaraderie  and  mob 
spirit.  When  Vierkoetter  took 
the  lead  in  the  Wrigley  Marathon 
the  dismay  of  the  hardy  Britons 
in  front  of  the  Telegram  was 
scarcely        concealed.  George 

Young  was  "George  Young."  Miss 
Hertle  was  "Miss  Hertle  from 
New  York,"  but  Vierkoetter  was 
just  simply  "the  German."  At 
the  Globe  they  were  patronizing. 
At  the  Star  they  were  conciliatory. 
At  the  Mail  they  were  reserved. 
But  at  the  Telegram  they  were 
just  plain  mad.  No  one  need  tell 
us  that  the  sensation  attendant 
upon  the  spasmodic  appearance 
of  the  bulletins  and  the  reactions 
of  our  fellow-gazers  can  be  equal- 
led along  the  mile-long  front  row 
at  a  lake  front.  | 

Item 

A  LWAYS  anxious  to  be  of  service 
to  our  readers,  we  have  been  at 
pains  to  discover  just  where  the 
verses  in  the  In  Memoriam  columns 
of  the  daily  press  come  from.  It 
is  an  interesting  commentary  on 
our  National  Muse  that  they  are 
the  creation  of  the  individual  ad- 
vertisers. —J.  E.  McD. 
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The  Teachers'  Convention 

(^HAIRMAN:  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  if  you  will 
all  stand,  we  will  open  our  convention  by 
singing — 

Voice  from  the  audience:  Speak  out!  Your  voice 
lacks  volume! 

Another  voice:  Don't  slouch  and  lean  on  the  table. 
Adopt  an  easy  posture. 

A  chorus  of  voices:  Don't  say  "we  will."  Use 
"shall"  in  the  first  person  to  indicate  simple  futurity. 

Chairman:  Before  I  reply  to  the  criticisms  directed 
at  me,  may  I  request  that  the  lady  sitting  at  the  end 
of  the  fifth  row  on  the  left  remove  the  gum  she  is 


Pantoum  of  a  Military  Ball 


THINK  those  red  tunics  look  sweet." 
"Say,     when     does     the    next    dance 


begi 


.-j" 


"Good  gracious!  I'll  die  of  the  heat!" 
"My  dear,  can  you  lend  me  a  pin?" 


Say,  when  does  the  next  dance  begin?" 
"Your  face  is  as  red  as  a  beet!" 

My  dear,  can  you  lend  me  a  pin?" 

"You  ape!     If  you  will  drink  Scotch  neat!' 


'Your  face  is  as  red  as  a  beet!" 

"Say,  who  let  those  clod-hoppers  in?" 

'You  ape!     If  you  will  drink  Scotch  neat!" 
"I  can't  hear  a  word  in  this  din." 

'Say,  who  let  those  clod-hoppers  in?" 
"You're  walking  all  over  my  feet." 

'I  can't  hear  a  word  in  this  din." 

"I'm  starving,  Bill;  when  do  we  eat?" 

You're  walking  all  over  my  feet." 

"Some  low-lifer  pinched  all  my  gin." 
'I'm  starving,  Bill;  when  do  we  eat?" 

"You  cut  my  dance,  Joe;  where  you  been? 

Some  low-lifer  pinched  all  my  gin." 

"We  found  the  most  heavenly  seat." 
'You  cut  my  dance,  Joe;  where  you  been?" 
"She's  a  regular  Sunday-school  treat." 

'We  found  the  most  heavenly  seat." 
"Kiss  papa,  oo  love-doveykin!" 

'She's  a  regular  Sunday-school  treat!" 
"Aw,  who  says  that  necking's  a  sin?" 

Kiss  papa,  oo  love-doveykin!" 

"Good  gracious,  I'll  die  of  the  heat!" 
'Aw,  who  says  that  necking's  a  sin?" 

"I  think  those  red  tunics  look  sweet." 

A. B.C. 


chewing  and  put  it  in  the  basket? 

Voice  from  the  right:  And  while  you're  about  it, 
Mr.  Chairman,  will  you  be  good  enough  to  put  a 
stop  to  the  whispering  at  the  rear?  It  is  impossible 
for  us  to  hear  you  in  this  section. 

Voice  from  the  rear:  Before  we  start  work,  I  think 
the  chairman  ought  to  request  all  who  have  not 
brushed  their  teeth  this  morning  to  stand. 

Chairman  (severely):  The  gentleman  who  just 
spoke  neglected  to  raise  his  hand.  I  must  ask  hirn 
to  keep  his  seat  after  the  others  are  dismissed.  And 
that  applies  also  to  the  five  gentlemen  in  the  centre 
who  are  reading  newspapers,  and  to  the  eleven  ladies 
to  the  left  who  are  fooling  with  their  compacts. 

Voice  at  the  front:  Mr.  Chairman,  may  I  call  your 
attention  to  the  fact  that  although  six  hundred 
people  are  jammed  into  this  auditorium,  not  a  single 
window  is  open?  In  a  few  minutes  the  carbon  dioxide 
content  of  the  air  will  be  endangering  the  health  of 
every  teacher  present. 

Chairman  (hoarsely):  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  the 
main  thing  is  to  get  this  convention  under  way.  If 
you  will  all  kindly  stand,  we  will  open — 

Chorus  of  voices:    Correct  your  English! 

Chairman    (desperately):     — we    shall   open — 

Other  voices:  Improve  your  articulation.  Speak 
more    loudly.  Keep    your    hand    off    the    table. 
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The  Teachers'  Convention 

(Continued) 

Take  your  seat:    your  two  minutes  are  up. 

Chairman  (clapping  a  hand  to  his  eye):  Who  shot 
that  wad  of  paper?  Stand  up,  whoever  did  it.  Stand 
up.  I  say! 

(An  electric  gong  sounds  in  the  corridor  outside.) 

A  dozen  voices:    Recess! 

(Everybody  rushes  out  pell-mell,  leaving  the  chair- 
man  rubbing   his  eye.) 

R.     K.     HALL. 


Overdoing  It 

"Did  you  hear  about  the  joke  on  that  movie 
actress?" 

"No,   what   was   it?" 

"Her  secretary  didn't  keep  the  records  straight 
and  now  she   finds  she   has  had   two   more  divorces 

than  she's  had  weddings." 

*        *        * 

Dangerous 

She:  "They  tell  me  you  were  arrested  for  disorderly 
conduct  the  other  day." 

He:    "Yes,  I  tried  being  a  pal  to  my  boy." 


The  Dangerous  Kid  from  the  Creeks 

(After  Robert  W.  Service) 


Y1NG    far,    far    back  from  the  much- 
traveled  track 
In  the  Canyon  of  Unburied  Dead, 
Where  the  timber  wolves  howl  and  the 
polar  bears  growl 
And  the  blood  of  a  man  must  be  red, 
Sat  a  villainous  throng  playing  bridge  and  mah  jongg 

In  the  bar-room  of  Homicide  Pete. 
Theywere  ten-minute  eggs,  desperadoes  and  yeggs 


Were  you  ever  alcne  where  the  skeletons  moan 

And  the  night  wind  its  misery  speaks? 
If  you  were  you  can  guess  at  the  tragic  distress 

In  the  soul  of  the  Kid  from  the  Creeks. 
He  had  just  made  his  start  in  a  prominent  part 

In  a  new  melodrama  called  "FEARED, 
When  the  man  with  the  spot  saw  the  Kid  had  forgot 

To  appear  in  his  property  beard. 
Oh,  that  moment  was  sad  for  the  hapless  young  lad! 

Though  he  pulled  out  his  pistol  and  leered, 
All  the  miners  inside  laughed  so  hard  that  they  cried 

When  they  spied  he'd  forgotten  his  beard! 

Lying  far,  far  back  from  the  much-traveled  track 

'Neath  a  roof  that  incessantly  leaks, 
In  a  drab  furnished   room  with   his  soul   steeped  in 
gloom 

Sits  the  Dangerous  Kid  from  the  Creeks. 
And  he  sheds  bitter  tears  as  he  thinks  of  the  spears 

He  must  carry  forever  and  aye, 
And  he  sobs  at  his  jobs  playing  extras  in  mobs 

For  a  paltry  six  dollars  a  day! 

ARTHUR    L.    LIPPMAN. 


Who  would  rather  do  murder  than  eat. 
There  was  Manslaughter   Ike,   there  was   Cut-Your- 
Throat  Mike, 

There  were  killers  that  even  they  feared, 
And  upon  every  face  in  that  infamous  place 

Grew  a  hideous,  moth-eaten  beard. 

Then  a  gin-bottle  crashed,  a  revolver  shot  flashed 

And  the  women  emitted  loud  shrieks, 
For  they  knew  in  a  trice  in  that  hell-hole  of  vice 

Twas  the  Dangerous  Kid  from  the  Creeks. 
Near  the  end  of  the  bar,  chewin'  on  a  cigar 

Stood  the  Kid.  and  the  silence  grew  weird; 
For  they  noticed,   they  did,  that  the  cheeks  of  The 
Kid 

Were  devoid  of  their  usual  beard! 
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l^OOTS  and  I  had  not! been  in 
the  States  more  than  two 
weeks.  He  was  in  a  very  bad 
state  but  the  doctor  said  my  state 
was  improving,  which  I  thought 
to  be  an  encouraging  state  of 
affairs.  Nevertheless  Koots  didn't 
for  a  moment  let  his  sickness  inter- 
fere with  his  business.  Or,  as  he 
so  aptly  put  it,  "business  before 
influenza,"  a  sweet  thought,  if 
there  ever  was  one. 

Our  client  was  a  red-head  of 
some  fifty  summers  and  several 
falls  too,  as  Koots  pointed  out 
after  he'd  left,  calling  my  atten- 
tion to  the  two  bumps  behind  our 
client's  ear,  which  was  tin,  and  so 
beyond  suspicion.  "Well,  Koots," 
I  said  with  a  fine  show  of  interest, 
"I  guess  you're  stumped  this  time. 
Who  do  you  think  took  the 
$100,000?" 

Just  then  a  hand  organ  began 
to  play  and  Koots  commanded 
me  to  listen.  "It's  as  simple  as 
the  brain  in  your  head,"  he  said, 
coining  a  counterfeit  phrase  with 
a  little  printing  press  he  had  on 
the  table.  "Don't  you  hear  what 
that  instrument  is  playing?"  I 
heard  and  was  forced  to  congratu- 
late Koots  on  solving  the  mystery 
so  quickly  for  the  old  barrel  was 
grinding  out  "So  I  Took  the 
$50,000."  "But  he  only  took 
$50,000,"  I  reminded  Koots.  "I 
know,"  was  his  sage  response, 
flavoured  with  a  bit  of  thyme, 
"but  these  chaps  always  exag- 
gerate the  extent  of  their  losses 
for  the  benefit  of  the  insurance 
companies.  However,  the  inter- 
esting part  of  the  crime  is  not 
finding  who  took  the  money." 

"What  then?"  I  asked  sniffing 
a  snifter  of  gin  with  an  atomizer 
for  a  chaser. 


"Don't  you  recall,"  Koots  up- 
braided me  and  then  braided  me 
down  the  other  side,  "the  man 
said  the  bandits  made  up  Main 
Street." 

"Yes,  I  remember,  but  what  has 
that  got  to  do  with  it?"  I  have 
to  ask  Koots  questions  like  that 
for  two  reasons.  The  first  is  he 
get  petulant  and  irritates  his 
eczema  if  I  don't.  And  in  the 
second  place  what  would  become 
of  the  story  if  I  didn't. 

"Well,"  explained  Koots,  "the 
bandit  couldn't  have  made  up 
'Main  Street'  because |  Sinclair 
Lewis  did.  It's  a  clear  case  of 
plagiarism." 

"Just  a  minute,"  I  cried. 
"Wasn't  our  client  red-headed 
and  didn't  he  say  his  name  was 
Babbitt?" 

Koots  just  smiled  that  enigmatic 


smile  of  his  that  is  at  once  the 
envy  and  the  despair  of  all  who 
see  it.  "I  wondered  if  that  would 
filter  through  your  numb  skull," 
he  said,  when  he  finally  succeeded 
in  finding  the  words,  which  our 
cleaning  lady  had  inadvertently 
misplaced,  thinking  they  were  dirty 
collars. 

"But  Babbitt  didn't  have  red 
hair,"  I  expostulated.  Or  at  least 
Koots  told  me  several  days  later 
that  what  I  did  could  have  been 
nothing  but  expostulate,  although 
I  still  maintain  that  I  interposed. 
I'll  interpose  any  time,  but  I  abso- 
lutely refuse  to  pose  in  the  nude. 
I'm  not  the  type. 

"To  be  sure,"  explained  Koots 
carefully,  "Babbitt  is  just  another 
name  Sinclair  Lewis  uses  when  he 
isn't  wearing  his  red  hair." 

"But  he  was  wearing  his  red 
hair,"  I  objected. 

"Objection  sustained,"  said 
Koots.  "You're  not  always  as 
stupid  as  I  give  you  a  chance  to 
be.  It  must  have  been  Elmer 
Gantry." 

"Then  that  would  explain  the 
clerical    collar    he    was    wearing?" 

"Oh,  was  that  a  clerical  collar?" 
asked  Koots,  falling  off  the  couch 
into  a  doze.  "I  thought  it  was  an 
Arrowsmith."  And  so  Kenworthy 
Koots  successfully  solved  his  first 
case  in  the  United  States.  How 
he  had  several  more  shipped  from 
a  Scotland  Yard  brewery  makes  in- 
teresting reading  for  the  cool  winter 
evenings  of  next  month.  Don't 
miss  a  one  of  them.  Coming  next 
week:  "Kenworthy  Koots  and  the 
Incident  of  the  Missing  Cylinder," 
also  first-run  news  reels,  selected 
comedies  and  short  features.  Pro- 
gramme mailed  weekly  on  request, 
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The  jfreat  detective 

Solving  the 

mystery 


Pry  ant    Brj^CJ-     &culj>- 


A  BEAUTIFUL  ILLUSTRATION  FOR  THE  NICE  DETECTIVE  STORY.     DRAWN  FOR  NO  GOOD  REASON  BY  BRYANT  FRYER. 


or  on  a  post-card  if  you  prefer. 
Leave  your  name  and  address 
with  the  box-office  girl.  She's 
some  red-hot  mamma  and  will 
call   you  some  evening   real   soon. 

— CARROLL    CARROLL. 

Merely  a  Suggestion 

THERE  are  far  too  many  people 
in  this  world  of  ours,  and  any 
measure  which  will  reduce  this 
surplus  is  to  be  recommended.  I 
have  one.  It  is  to  be  in  the  form 
of  a  petition  signed  by  one  thou- 
sand persons,  who  must  all  be  on 
the  voters'  list.  The  one  against 
whom  such  a  petition  is  directed 
may  be  shot  in  public  by  the 
instigator  of  the  petition. 

Why  not?  If  a  jury  of  twelve 
men  can  condemn  a  man  to  death 
for  some  physical  act  contrary  to 


the  public  good  and  safety,  why 
should  not  a  jury  of  a  thousand  be 
competent  to  condemn  a  man  who 
persists  in  dragging  out  an  exis- 
tence which  is  obnoxious  to  his 
fellow-beings? 

Besides,  any  person  who  has 
two  or  three  enemies  who  hate  him 
sufficiently  to  sign  away  his  life 
must  have  a  pretty  thin  time  of  it. 
How  desperate  must  be  the  life 
of  one  who  has  a  thousand  such 
enemies.  Indeed  his  existence 
must  be  such  a  pitiable  one  that  to 
remove  him  from  this  life  would  be 
an  act  of  kindness,  an  act  supported 
by  all  the  principles  of  humanity 
and  benevolence. 

Of  course  there  are  a  few  people 
whom  I  should  like  to  have  done 
away  with  myself.  There  are  the 
car  drivers  who  put  their  left  arms 


straight  out  when  they  are  going 
to  turn  to  the  right.  People  who 
write  long  letters  to  the  news- 
papers, and  parents  who  show  me 
snapshots.  "This  is  me  and  Mary," 
"Mary  and  me  and  Pa,"  "Pa  and 
the  big  fish  Jim  caught,"  "Mary 
and  me  at  Niagara  Falls."  And 
all  the  evening  Mary  has  to  sit 
at  the  far  end  of  the  davenport. 
I  commend  this  practical,  good- 
humoured  and  charitable  legisla- 
tion to  the  law-makers  of  our 
country. 

GEOFFREY    L.    KEIGHLEY. 

*  *  * 

'S  Too  Much 

"Thieves  at  Meshoppen  Take 
Young  Lady's  Clothes  and  Watch 
While  She  Bathes."— Head- 
ing in   Wyalusing  (Pa.)   Rocket. 

Adding  insult  to  injury. 
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Utopia 

A  Play  in  a  Series  of  Kindly  Acts 


Ccene:  A  busy  thoroughfare. 

Dramatis   Personae:  Mr.  Feigensblatter,  a  truck- 
driver. 
Mr.   Yohinsky,  a  Ford  owner. 
Mr.  O'Mallcy,  a  traffic  officer. 

Mr.  Feigensblatter' s  truck  has  just  collided  violently 
with  Mr.  Yohinsky's  Ford,  completely  Wrecking  it. 
Mr.  Feigensblatter  and  Mr.  Yohinsky  arc  standing 
by  the  ruins.  Mr.  Feigensblatter  is  crying  softly. 
A  crowd  is  beginning  to  collect. 

Mr.  Yohinsky:  There,  there,  old  chap!  Don't 
take  on  so!  The  culpability  is  not  yours.  Upon  my 
own  shoulders  lies  the  responsibility  for  this  catas- 
trophe. 

Mr.  Feiglensblattcr  (sobbing):  Oh,  my  dear  man! 
What  is  that  I  have  done?  Can  you  ever  forgive  me? 
There  lies  your  vehicle — a  ruin!  And  the  fault  is 
mine.     Ah,  me! 

Mr.  Yohinsky:  Brace  up,  friend!  You  are  all  of 
a-twitter.  Come,  I  will  not  hear  you  blame  yourself. 
Let  me  get  you  a  glass  of  water! 

Mr.  Feigensblatter:  You  are  kind,  sir.  But  the 
liquid  would  be  unnecessary.  My  momentary 
palpitations  are  passing.  But  what  a  calamity  I 
have  brought  upon  you! 

Mr.  Yohinsky:  Tush!  It  is  nothing.  I  beg  of  you, 
do  not  give  it  another  thought!  The  conveyance 
was  merely  a  hobby  of  mine — an  old  play  toy.  I  can 
get  another. 

Mr.  Feigensblatter:  But  I  insist  upon  your 
accepting  recompense  to  the  full  extent  of  my  purse. 
Oh,  indeed,  I  do!  I  cannot  allow  you  to  suffer  through 
a  grievous  recklessness  on  my  part.  What  do  you 
consider  the  mechanism  worth? 

Mr.  Yohinsky:  My  dear  sir,  it  would  embarrass 
me  to  tell  you.  But  come,  let  us  not  truckle  over  a 
bauble.  It  would  be  short-sighted  for  us  to  demean 
ourselves  by  discussing  finance  before  these  members 
of  the  hoi  polloi.     (He    indicates  the  crowd.) 

Mr.  Feigensblatter:  How  right  you  are!  What  fine 
perception!  I  am  so  careless.  Left  to  my  own 
devices  I  am  sure  that  I  should  have  gone  on  with 
our  discourse,  probably  to  the  ribald  amusement 
of   these  hoodlums. 

Mr.  Yohinsky:    Oh,  not  really! 

Mr.  Feigensblatter:  It  is  true.  I  am  most  absent- 
minded.  Take  this  accident,  as  an  example!  I  was 
dreaming,  imagining  myself  a  charioteer  of  ancient 
Rome.  The  race  was  on.  The  maddened  crowd  was 
roaring  encouragement.  Ah,  yes,  I  was  living  in  the 
past.  That  is  how  I  came  to  collide  with  you.  I  am 
a  Jehu  when  the  spirit  of  bygone  centuries  is  upon  me. 

Mr.  Yohinsky:  An  interesting  study!  Perhaps 
you  are  a  believer  in  reincarnation. 

Mr.   Feigensblatter:    Oh,    I    have  dallied  with   the 


subject.       But    the     humdrum     ways    of     commerce 
leave  one  so  little  time  for  intellectual  pursuits. 

(At  this  point  Officer  O'Mallcy  breaks  through 
the  crowd  and  confronts  the  conversationalists.) 

Officer  O'Malley:  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  what  is 
the  meaning  of  this?  Are  you  not  aware  that  you 
are  creating  a  disturbance?  I  cannot  think  that  you 
would  wilfully  obstruct  this  thoroughfare.  Therefore, 
considering  it  an  oversight,  I  urge  you  to  continue 
your  discussion  in  some  less  congested  area. 

Mr.  Yohinsky:  You  are  right,  officer,  and  I 
thank  you  for  calling  our  attention  to  it.  Personally, 
I  shrink  from  publicity  and  I  am  sure  my  colleague 
does  likewise.  Our  joint  thanks  to  you  for  your 
timely  appearance.  (Officer  O'Malley  bows  and 
retires.) 

Mr.  Feigensblatter:  My  dear  fellow,  do  me  the 
honour  of  lunching  with  me.  My  club  is  hereabouts! 
How  better  can  we  employ  the  coming  hour  than  over 
a  luscious  meal? 

Mr.  Yohinsky:  I  accept  with  pleasure,  friend. 
Let  us  go. 

(Exit   Mr.    Feigensblatter   and     Mr.    Yohinsky   orm 
in  arm.) 

EDWIN     RUTT. 

At  the  Marriage  of  an  Acquaintance 

[    IKE  the  stars  at  the  misty  edge  of  morning 

Are  the  eyes  of  Alice  May, 
And  her  eyes,  like  stars,  seem  brighter, 
In  the  night  than  in  the  day. 

Child  of  the  moonlight,   maid  of  midnight, 

Dancer  to  the  crowing  cock, 
She  has  pledged  to  make  his  breakfast 
Mornings  sharp  at  eight  o'clock. 

RONALD  EVERSON. 
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BY  THE  ICE  MAN 

AND 
MARJORIE    JONES 


Corpu'ent  Cora,  or  the  Spirit  of  the 
Pantry,  spends  her  time  flitting  away 
from  the  windows  and  doors.  When 
television  comes  in  she'll  be  in  heaven. 


Grateful  Gretchen,  just  another 
one  of  the  trials  of  an  ice  man 
on  a  hot  summer  day. 


The  peef^-a-boo  lady  who  keePs  tne 
chain  on  the  door.  "You  have 
nothing  to  fear,"  says  I,  when  I  sees 
her. 


Bridget,  the  brandy  queen.  I  always 
do  what  I  can  to  help  little  Biddy 
out,  and  go  away  feeling  a  better  man. 


Jamima,  though  scarcely  six,  is 
already  on  the  shelf  and  stuck  "P 
somethin    'orriblc. 
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Self-  Expression 


ANK  Foster's  Henry  was  about  as  clever  The    Foster    and    the    Wilson    farms    adjoining    one 

as  a  crow,  another 

Chock   up  full  of  information   that  his  Had   marched  along  for  years  for  Harry's  dad  and 

father  didn't  know,  Carrie's  mother, 

And  as  accurate  and  speedy  But  the  college  generation 

As  a  new  Encyclopeedy,  With  a  Phi-Bet.  education 

And  oh,   so   ready    to  bestow  his  knowledge  on   the  Declared  that  modern  farming  was  a  newer  synco- 

needy.  pation. 

Then  one  day  when  the  wheat  was  ripe  and  summer 

suns  were  hissing, 
These  two  advanced  and  modern  minds  were  found 
among  the  missing, 

But  a  note  came  back  from  Harry, 
Which  was  countersigned  by  Carrie, 
Saying  they  were  self-expressing  and  eventually  might 
marry. 


The    widow    Wilson's    Caroline    was    modern    as    to- 
morrow, 
So  if  her  mother  mentioned  an  opinion  (to  her  sorrow), 

Carrie  twittered  "Toot  pas-say! 

Well  enough,  dear,  in  its  way. 
But  not  to  be  considered  in  the  Concept  of  To-day." 


When   Harry's  pa   and   Carrie's   ma   recovered   from 

their  grief. 
They  found  their  chief  emotion  was  a  vast  sense  of 
relief, 

And  to  be  allowed  to  mutter 
Something  more  than  "Pass  the  butter," 
Inspired  a  greater  gratitude  than  palsied  tongue  could 
utter. 

But   then   another   letter   came   with   contents   most 

alarming; 
"We  can't  reform  the  world  and  so  we  want  to  try 
re-farming." 

This  put  Foster  in  a  flurry 
And  it  made  the  widow  worry, 
And  so  they  gassed  the  fliv  and  left  the  county  in  a 
hurry. 
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But  they  left  a  tender  message  and  it  read,  "We're 

fondly  hoping 
You  won't  mind  if  we  follow  your  example  in  eloping. 

We  can  stand  a  little  burning, 

But  we  ain't  exactly  yearning 
To  be  consumed  forever  on  the  altar-fires  of i  learning. 


«*er^»]K. 


%^%f 


So  wife  and  I,  which  is  to  say  your  father  and  your 

mother, 
Are  going  to  pacify  one  farm  and  let  you  jazz  the 
other. 

We've  enjoyed   the  separation 
Superinduced  by  your  vacation, 
So  now  we're  going  to  self-express  the  older  genera- 
tion." 

EDMUND    VANCE    COOKE 

*  *  * 

Camp  Notes 

Lester  Mooney 

V^HEN  he  first  came  to  camp,  Lester  Mooney 
started  up  at  every  sound  during  the  night 
to  ask  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  "What's  that?  What's 
that?"  The  other  fellows  in  the  tent  held  a  prolonged 
secret  conference  to  consider  what  was  to  be  done, 
and  now  they  are  organized  into  night  watches  to 
keep  Lester  informed  as  to  what  "that  "  is.  At  two  in 
the  morning:  "Lester,  that  is  a  June-bug  trying  to 
force  an  entrance  into  the  tent."  At  half-past  two: 
"That  is  a  gnat  folding  its  wings."  At  three:  "That 
is  a  spider  doing  trapeze  work  on  the  ropes. 
Lester  is  permanently  cured. 

*  *  * 

Dick  Carter 

Young  Carter  was  in  an  unfortunate  predicament 
last   Thursday.      His   mother   makes   him   wash   out 


his  white  ducks  in  the  lake  to  save  laundry  bills, 
and,  not  caring  to  be  seen  while  engaged  in  this  menial 
task,  he  always  washes  them  at  the  end  of  the  wharf 
in  the  dead  of  night.  There  being  no  moon  on 
Wednesday  night,  Dick  washed  one  trouser  leg  twice 
instead  of  two  trouser  legs  once,  and  the  next  day  he 
couldn't,   of  course,  take  Elsa  Moir  to  the  regatta. 

*  *  * 

Jack  Rogers 

Jack  Rogers,  whose  wife  is  with  her  mother  for 
September,  has  unique  methods  of  camp  house- 
keeping. His  idea  of  washing  out  the  cottage  is  to 
open  the  front  doors  and  then  stand  out  on  the  steps 
and  turn  a  hose  on  the  place,  eating  and  sleeping 
under  a  willow  tree  until  it  dries  out.  His  idea  of 
dish-washing  is  to  leave  all  the  dishes  for  a  week 
and  then  put  them  in  a  wash-tub  and  carry  them 
down  to  the  lake  to  soak  for  another  week.  Unfortun- 
ately, Mr.  Rogers'  imagination  in  the  matter  of  meals 
never  gets  beyond  canned  salmon,  and  the  dishes 
being  in  the  lake  a  week  ....  Two  or  three  cottages 
on  each  side  of  the  Rogers  are  for  rent  this  season. 

*  *  * 

Mrs.  Morris 

Mrs.  Morris  burned  down  an  eight-thousancf- 
dollar  summer  cottage  with  a  fifty-cent  camp  stove 
which  she  bought  at  an  auction  sale  at  the  farmhouse 
on  the  hill.  The  cottage  was  burned  to  the  ground 
and  everything  in  it  completely  destroyed — every- 
thig  but  the  stove.  Mrs.  Morris  managed  to  save 
that  at  great  risk  to  her  personal  safety.  "I  am  so 
thankful  to  have  it,"  she  said  earnestly;  "it  was 
such  a  bargain!" 

L.  R.   H. 


Wall-eyed   clerk,  to  little  girl:  "Well  cuiie,  what    da 
you  want?" 

Spinster  {coyly):  "Now  you  slop,  naughty  man!" 
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THE  YARNS  OP   HELLS   BELLS  O  NEIL 

By  James  Warner  Bellah 


"DASS     me     the     bottle,''     says 

*  "Hell's  Bells"  O'Neil,  "and 
let  us  pray  for  the  souls  who  land 
downwind.  I've  seen  many  strange 
things  in  my  life,  but  I  never  yet 
8-iw  a  war  that  could  be  run 
properly  after  the  women  get  any 
nearer  the  hangars  than  the  Rue 
d'Amiral  Courbet.  It  all  happened 
while  the  Major  was  away.  He 
was  a  hard-boiled  lobster  that 
Major,  but  he'd  had  his  shell 
cracked  by  a  couple  of  'emma  gee' 
steel  jackets,  so  he  was  playing  his 
poker  in  Ward  C  at  Etaples  for 
the  nonce.  For  my  part,  I'd  been 
up  visiting  a  sick  friend  in  Paris 
who  had  had  a  relapse,  so  I  wasn't 
around   either   when   it   happened. 

"Well,  I  bust  into  the  'drome 
about  four  pip  emma  hungry  as  a 
chorus  girl  in  an  expensive  res- 
taurant, and  dirty  as  a  sloppy 
louse.  I  leave  'Sarah'  at  the 
hangars  and  steam  up  to  the  mess- 
shack  on  high,  looking  for  a  smoke 
and  a  meal.  For  a  mo- 
ment I  think  I'm  in  the 
wrong  place.  First  of  all, 
it's  all  newly  painted  in- 
side and  there  is  white 
curtains  at  the  windows 
and  a  carpet  on  the  floor. 
Then  I  see  Mac  Pherson's 
ugly  face  and  I  know 
I'm  home.  'Leaping 
Moses!'  I  snort.  'Give  us 
a  smoke,   Mac' 

"  'Shh !'  he  hisses. 
'Stop  your  swearing  and 
wipe  yer  feet  on  the  mat 
there!' 

"'Yeh!'  I  says.  'Par-  . 
don  me  for  busting  into 
your  boudoir,  but  who 
the  hell  is  acting  O.C. 
here  anyway?  Have  you 
got  a  cigarette  or  haven't 
you?' 

"  'Shh!'  he  hisses.  'You 
can't  smoke  here,   man!' 

"  'Say!'  I  yelps,  'my 
wings  aren't  on  my  shoul- 
der blades.      I   leave  this 


The  Woman  Who  Reformed 
the  Squadron 

squadron  five  minutes  and  it  stuffs 
a  handkerchief  up  its  sleeve. 
What's  the  idea?' 

'You'll   see,'    he   says.      And    I 
did. 

"Right  then  and  there  the  door 
opens  and  I  never  seen  such  a 
sight  in  my  life.  In  come  the  boys 
with  their  best  white  cord  britches 
on,  their  belts  polished  and  their 
hair  soaped  down  and  three  or 
four  of  them  had  even  gone  so  far 
as  to  wash  their  necks!  In  the 
midst  of  them  is  a  woman.  She's 
a  dapper  little  girl  with  yellow 
hair.  She's  all  tricked  out  in 
Hotel  Cecil  blue  and  gold,  which 
was  that  ice  cream  uniform  Bolo 
House  invented  after  they  ruined 
the  Royal  Flying  Corps  by  mixing 
it  with  one  part  Navy  and  two 
parts  ground  generals.  Well,  the 
gold      bands     on      this 


gii" 


"Half  of  them  was  drinking  milk,  and  the  other  half  was 
knitting  wristlets  for  soldiers." 


'Captain'  and  right  away  I  see  the 
yellow  hair  says  'Good-bye  Squad- 
ron.' I  liked  to  of  swooned.  Mac 
bum-rushes  me  out  the  back  way 
to  wash  up.  'She's  here  in  charge 
of  the  lady  truck  drivers,'  he  says, 
'and  there  ain't  anything  to  do  but 
pray.  All  the  gang's  in  love  with 
her,  and  the  place  looks  like  a 
dancing  school  on  graduation  night. 
They  ain't  taking  no  more  interest 
in  the  war  than  a  staff  captain. 
They  don't  drink  or  smoke  or 
swear  any  more  and  half  of  them 
is  carrying  pocket  combs  and 
handkerchiefs. 

'  'Mac  Pherson,'  I  says,  'get  me 
four  drinks  and  a  rifle.' 

'  'No  good,'  he  says.  'She  rates 
the  mess  'cause  she  ranks  as  a 
captain  and  the  boys  did  all  this 
themselves.  They'll  be  painting 
the  ships  pink  next  and  sewing 
Brussels  lace  borders  on  their 
trailing  edges.  This  is  the  worst 
complicated  war  I  was  ever  in.  It 
ain't  safe,  nor  moral  nor 
decent  any  more.' 

'  'By  the  spavined  hind 
leg  of  a  duck!'  I  says, 
'the  shock'll  kill  the 
Major.' 

Ye  h,'  he  says. 
'You're  right.  I  took  me 
a  bath  meself  over  it 
yesterday.' 

"She's  gotta  go, 
before  he  gets  back; 
that's  all  there  is  to 
it,'  I  says,  but  she  didn't. 
"The  next  three  weeks 
was  hell.  The  boys  gave 
up  vingty-one  and  took 
up  euchre.  Also  the 
favourite  cuss  words  was 
lands-sakes  alive'  and 
'dear,  dear  me'  and  'mer- 
ciful heavens.'  Half  of 
them  was  drinking  milk 
and  the  other  half  was 
knitting  wristlets  for  sol- 
diers. The  flying  fell  off 
so    much    they    wouldn't 
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of  shot  a  Hun  if  they  found  him  in 
their  own  sleeping  bags.  Mac  Pher- 
son  was  shaving  every  three  days 
and  the  mess  sergeant  was  wearing 
white  pants  and  serving  all  the 
meals  from  clean  plates.  I  began 
to  feel  like  I  was  running  a  girls' 
boarding  school,  and  220  Squadron, 
our  old  whiskey  comrades,  sends 
over  a  note  asking  how  O'Neil's 
Petticoat  Circus  was  coming  along 
and  would  we  like  two  lumps  or 
lemon  and  could  we  give  them  a 
good  recipe  for  cup  cake  and  there 
was  a  lovely  bargain  in  pink  lace 
guimpes  at  Au  Printemps  and  a 
lotta  other  things  that  an  officer 
and  a  temporary  gentleman 
wouldn't  repeat  even  to  a  brigadier 
general.  Well,  I  was  just  looking 
around  for  another  war  to  get  me 
a  job  in,  when  the  Major  comes 
back  from  Etaples.  I  grab  him 
and  sit  him  down  in  the  Flight 
Office.  'Listen,  Joe,'  I  says,  'I 
gotta  shock  for  you.  The  squad- 
ron's gone  suffragette  and  there's 
hell  to  pay.  We  got  an  officer 
skirt  dumped  on  us  from  Bolo 
House,  and — and — " 

"  'Yeh?'  he  yells.  'Don't  tell 
me  the  rest,  I've  read  a  book. 
Bring  her  in  while  I  sack  her,  and 
get  Wing  H.Q.  on  the  phone  while 
I  ask  'em  politely  what  it  is  they 
want  me  to  run   down   here.' 

"Well,  I  beat  it  out  and  send  in 
this  lady  captain  and  round  up 
my  convey  of  Don  Juans  for  a 
little  sky-flying  over  to  the  Cam- 
brai  grounds.  I  get  back  at  dusk 
and  beat  it  down  to  the  Major's 
shack  to  hear  the  story.  He's 
standing  before  a  shaving  mirror 
with  a  pair  of  white  cord  britches 
on  and  a  clean  shirt  and  he's  sort 
of  polishing  off  his  hair  with  a 
couple  of  combs  and  a  bottle  of 
French  grease. 

'Is  she  gone!'  I  asks  politely. 
'Well,  ummmm,'  he  says,  'er, 
to  be  quite  frank,  no.'  Then  he 
sort  of  wiggles  a  bit.  'You  see, 
she  seems  to  be  quite  a  capable 
young  woman,  and  besides  I 
couldn't  very  well  send  her  away 
to-night,  could  I?  Rather  awk- 
ward.' 


"IS  HE  SWELLS" 

•■SWELL'  AIN'T  THE  WORD— BUT  IT'LL  DO!' 


"I  smiles  at  him,  sort  of  coy, 
He  wiggles  some  more.  'All  right,' 
I  says.  "Button  up  your  coat. 
Padre,  and  come  on  over  to  the 
Mess.  Me  and  Mac  Pherson  is 
having  a  farewell  dinner.  We  just 
heard  they're  a  couple  of  squadrons 
with  hair  on  their  chests  down  in 
the  Vosges.  We  got  our  pride,  we 
have.' 

'Yeh?'  he  says.  'Well,  let  me 
tell  you,  O'Neil,  I'm  major  here 
and  when  I  say  she's  a  damn  fine 

woman,  I  mean  it!' 

*        *        # 

Etiquette 

"She  seems  like  a  very  pleasant 
cook." 

"She  is.  She  always  says  good 
morning,  even  if  she  doesn't  get 
down  till  noon." 


Intelligence  Test 

You'll  Know   You're  Crazy   if  You 
See 

A  love-sick  grocer  looking  holes 
through  a  piece  of  Swiss  cheese 
because  he  has  a  case  on  it. 

A  day  dreamer  with  a  lantern 
going  to  the  stable  in  his  sleep  to 
take  his  brother's  nightmare  out 
for  a  gallop. 

A  bell-buoy,  in  a  gaudy  uniform 
with  brass  buttons,  applying  for 
a  job  at  a  fashionable  hotel. 

A  callous,  cynical  author  going 
to  the  chiropodist  to  have  his 
callouses  softened  so  that  he  can 
write  for  children's  magazines. 

A  will-o'-the-wisp  whisking  wil- 
lows with  a  whisk  broom. 

A  landlord,  who  believes  in  keep- 
ing everything  in  good  condition, 
trying  to  make  a  deal  with  a  con- 
tractor to  have  his  broken  arches 
repaired. 

A  retired  entomologist  with  an 
imposing  carriage  searching  for  a 
buggy  factory  so  that  he  can  get 
back  in  the  harness  again. 

C.     WARDEN    LA    ROE. 
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When  the  Linotypist  Got  Drunk 

QFFICER  Patrick  O'Rourke, 
^^  who  weighs  one  hundred  and 
ninety  pounds  and  has  been  in  the 
Follies  for  the  past  three  years  as  a 
dancer  par  excellence,  was  in  her 
nigligS  when  he  heard  a  commotion 
on  the  street.  She  said  that  she 
did  not  want  him  to  go  out,  but 
he,  mindful  of  his  duty  to  the 
citizens  of  New  York  who  had 
sworn  to  marry  him,  and  even 
sent  him  letters  of  endearment, 
rushed  after  the  fleeing  men.  She 
claimed  that  instead  of  doing  this 
he  took  out  a  blackjack  and  began 
the  letters  which  are  said  to  have 
been  of  such  a  nature  that  even 
the  officers  had  required  no  dis- 
turbance after  the  arrest.  He 
took  the  men  to  the  house  where 
she  said  he  had  been  paying  the 
rent  for  the  past  sixteen  years. 
The  judge  promised  her  a  longer 
term  if  she  would  kiss  him.  She 
said  she  held  virtue  above  the 
common  mass  of  people,  and  that 
she  wouldn't  kiss  him  if  he  would 
go  to  the  electric  chair.  Officer 
O'Rourke  was  commended  by  the 
court  for  his  valiant  work  when  in 
her  dressing  room  immediately 
after  the  show.  At  this  time  she 
had  but  scant  protection.  The 
case  was  dismissed. 

— Mercury. 

*  *        * 

On  What? 

He  (lovingly):  "What  would 
you  do  if  I  kissed  another  girl 
during  the  party?" 

She:    "Congratulate  you." 

— College  Banter. 

*  *       * 

Prof:  "I  got  further  than  be- 
lieving in  woman  suffrage.  I 
believe  man  and  woman  are  equal. 

Co-ed:  "Oh,  now,  professor, 
you're  boasting. 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

On  the  B.  &  M. 

Conductor:  "I've  been  on  this 
road  ten  years  now,  and  I  know 
what  I'm  talking  about — " 

Passenger:     "Ten    years,    huh? 

What  station  did  you  get  on  at?" 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 


"This  reminds  me,  dear,  we  must  havejhe  lawn  levelled  when  we  gel  home." 

— Passing  Show. 

Love's  Victims 


JJONALD  McCAUTIOUS  sat 
on  a  park  bench  with  his  arm 
around  Mary  McThrifty,  and  from 
time  to  time  he  whispered  sweet 
nothings  in  her  ear.  It  was  a  night 
for  love. 

His  heart  was  stirred  by  senti- 
ment, his  bosom  heaved  with 
passion.  He  longed  to  do  some- 
thing wild  and  bold,  to  say  some- 
thing romantic  and  passionate  and 
startling.  Suddenly  he  was  swept 
from   all   reasoning   by   a   wave  of 


overwhelming  inspiration. 

"Mary,"  he  gasped,  before  he 
could  resist  the  frenzied  impulse  of 
the  idea,  "Mary!  A  penny  for 
your  thoughts!" 

The  maiden's  heart  fluttered. 
So  he  loved  her  as  much  as  that? 
She  too  would  do  something  noble 
and  heroic,  for  him.  He  would 
know  his  love  was  requited. 

"Na,  na,  Donald,"  she  whispered 
to  him,"  keep  your  penny." 

Such  is" love.  — Mercury. 
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Books 


ESPECTABILITY 
has  been  brought 
very  much  into  the 
limelight  through 
the  high  jinks 
around  the  Art 
Gallery  at  the  Exhibition.  The 
vast  hordes  of  respectable  people 
standing  in  line  to  be  shocked  was 
indeed  an  inspiring  sight.  Further 
interest  in  the  phenomenon  has 
been  engendered  by  the  press  who 
have  been  more  than  generous  in 
devoting  space  to  the  subject. 
The  Mail  and  Empire  in  an 
editorial  of  recent  date  uncon- 
sciously characterizes  a  type  of 
worthy  citizen  when  it  says, 
"Canadian  men  and  women  are 
not  to  be  branded  as  enemies  of 
art  because  they  protest  against 
pictures  that  respectable  people 
are  ashamed  to  be  caught  looking 
at.'  It  is  precisely  against  the 
type  of  respectable  person  who  is 
to  be  "caught  looking  at"  things 
that  Bohun  Lynch  directs  his 
attacks  in  his  new  novel  "Respect- 
ability" (Nelson-Cape). 

The  book  is  cleft  in  two  in  the 
middle,  each  half  representing  an 
individual  and  entirely  different 
offensive.  It  is  thus  capable  of 
being  regarded  as  two  separate 
novels.  If  it  were  bound  in  two 
volumes,  we  should  be  glad  to 
donate  the  second  volume  to  some 
of  the  less  reputable  charities  and 
place  the  first  volume  among  our 
favorite  novels.  For  in  the  early 
story  all  the  romance  and  charm 
of  the  past  generation  are  pre- 
sented in  a  tender  and  sympathetic 
style    no     longer     in     vogue,     un- 


fortunately, among  our  popular 
writers.  The  first  story  concerns 
the  family  of  Lord  Orgrave  and 
the  Wades,  and  particularly  Esther 
the  tragic  heroine,  who,  married 
to  a  brute,  elopes  to  Italy  with 
her  lover,  Lord  Orgrave's  younger 
brother.  The  sad  tale  is  related 
as  by  an  elderly  man  conning  over 
his  reflections  on  the  past,  to  the 
accompaniment  of  a  'cello  hidden 
in  the  rose  bushes  of  an  English 
garden  at  dusk.  There  is  restraint 
and  a  conservative  appreciation 
of  life  which  predicates  a  height- 
ened color  in  the  reader's  appraise- 
ment of  the  incidents  of  the  story. 
The  whole  thing  recreates  what 
Tennyson  referred  to  as  "the 
passion  for  the  past,"  none  the  less 
potent  because  it  is  a  past  that  few 
of  us  have  known.  There  are 
splendid  portraits,  slightly  cari- 
catured, as  is  indicated  in  a  novel 
in  the  "Bleak  House"  tradition, 
notably  that  of  Millicent,  self- 
righteous,  mean-spirited  sister  of 
Esther,  who  is  the  villainness  of 
the  tragedy. 

Where  the  first  story  had  charm, 
delicacy,  beauty  of  description 
and  a  gentle  persuasion,  the  second 
story  is  bitter,  staccato  in  style 
and  as  lacking  in  cohesion  as  the 
first  one  is  compact.  It  is  a 
narrative,  or  rather  a  series  of 
narratives  in  the  lives  of  the  next 
generation,  of  which  the  heroine  is 
little  Esther,  the  daughter  of  the 
Esther  of  the  first  half  and  Richard 
Orgrave,  her  lover.  If  "Respec- 
tability" is  intended  as  a  defence 
of  the  younger  generation,  it  in  a 
measure   defeats   its  own   end,   for 


there  is  no  one  character  repre- 
sentative of  this  age  who  has  one- 
half  the  charm  of  his  ancestors. 

One  would  prefer  to  forget  Part 
Two  of  "Respectability,"  forget 
the  moral  and  purpose  of  the  book 
in  toto,  and  remember  only  the 
charm  and  fascination  of  Mr. 
Lynch's  style  in  the  first  half  of 
the  book. 

"fHE  HONORABLE  PIC- 
NIC" (Toronto,  Irwin  & 
Gordon),  translated  from  the 
French  of  Thomas  Raucat  by 
Leonard  Cline,  is  witty  satire 
concealed  in  a  sophisticated  farce. 
The  scene  is  Japan.  An  adven- 
turously-minded European  diplo- 
mat picks  up  a  naive  Japanese 
shop  girl  at  an  Exposition.  He 
suggests  an  excursion  to  Enoshima 
at  an  early  date  and  is  timidly 
accepted.  To  his  Occidental  mind 
an  assignment  is  an  assignment; 
but  not  so  to  the  Oriental.  To  the 
shop  girl  it  is  an  Occasion  with  a 
capital  O.  She  invites  two  of  her 
friends  and  the  infant  son  of  one 
of  them.  Most  elaborate  prepara- 
tions are  made.  To  further  com- 
plicate the  matter,  a  Japanese 
acquaintance  of  the  diplomat,  over- 
hearing part  of  the  conversation, 
determines  that  his  distinguished 
friend  shall  be  shown  the  beauties 
of  Enoshima  in  a  manner  be- 
fitting his  honorable  station.  A 
distinguished  committee  of  elegant 
minds  is  brought  together  for  that 
purpose.  So  elaborate  are  the 
preparations  that  for  a  time  it 
appears  that  the  honorable 
{Continued  on  page  33) 
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\A/HEN  I  was  a  mere  lad,  a 
stripling  of  some  sixty  sum- 
mers—  I  believe  in  getting  my 
summers  over  with  fast — I  started 
reviewing  moving  pictures  because 
a  precocious  editor  heard  me  say 
I  loathed  them.  Since  that  time 
I  ve  begun  to  see  some  possibilities 
in  the  infant  art.  Then  I  looked 
on  the  cinema  with  the  sceptical 
eye  of  all  us  oldsters  who  weren't 
to  be  "taken  in"  by  "these  here 
new-fangled  contraptions.  If  we 
wanted  to  see  our  pictures  move, 
why,  by  golly,  we'd  move  'em 
ourselves." 

Now,  however,  with  the  first 
signs  of  senile  dementia,  I'm  begin- 
ning to  see  some  reason  in  the 
pictures.  I  no  longer  refuse  to  be 
"taken  in."  I  now  go  in  of  my 
own  accord.  Very  often  I  come 
right  out  of  my  own  accord  too. 
Of  that  phase  of  my  life  you  will 
read  more  from  time  to  time. 
(You  will  read  this  department 
won't  you,  and  help  an  old  guy 
turn  a  pretty  penny  toward  his 
black  suit  and  a  pleasant  chair  on 
the  sun  porch  of  some  first-rate 
old  gents'  home?  You  know,  one 
with  running  water  in  every  room 
and  running  reminiscences  in  the 
lounge.  Oh,  yes,  and  it  must  be 
on  the  American  plan.) 

Men,  women  and  children !  (Have 
I  overlooked  anyone?)  You  can 
all  do  your  bit  by  saving  peach 
pits  for  the  boys  who  are  facing 
the  gas  to  save  you  the  danger. 
Keep  the  home  fires  burning  by 
talking  the  movies  over  with  me 
every  month.  It's  easy.  I  do 
all  the  talking.  If  you  don't 
think  what  I  say  is  very  sensible, 
why,  my  dear  old  thing,  where's 
your  sense  of  human?  But  any- 
way, let  me  know.  I  stand  behind 
every    sentence    I    write.      (Better 


be  careful,  girls,  where  you  leave 
this  magazine  lying  around.)  And 
I'll  alter  any  sentiment  I  sell  to 
suit   your    taste,    if    it    suits    mine. 

DASSION  in  the  movies  seems 
to  be  all  one-sided.  It  can't 
be  tender,  but  it  can  be  tough  as — 
anything.  Will  Hays  and  others 
place  all  sorts  of  embargoes  on  the 
length  of  time  a  lad  can  stare  into 
his  girl-friend's  hazel  eyes  or 
whistle  playfully  down  her  alabast- 
er throat  in  a  protracted  kiss. 
But  when  passion's  on  the  other 
side  of  the  face — when  hatred, 
not  love,  is  being  manifested — 
the  taxes  seem  low  and  the  result 
is  the  limit. 

Witness  "The  Blood  Ship."  No 
one,  not  even  an  idealist  like 
myself,  could  expect  anything  very 
pansy  about  a  picture  with  a  title 
like  that,  but  when  unmitigated 
cruelty  is  laid  on  with  a  trowel 
it's  food  for  thought.     Let's  think. 

Love  in  overdoses,  the  idea 
prevails,  is  degrading,  immoral. 
But  hate  translated  into  merciless 
socks  on  defenceless  men's  jaws, 
brutal  kicks  on  tender  shins,  death- 
dealing  lashes  with  lead-weighted 
cats-o'-nine-tails  and  other  examples 
of  utter  cruelty  are  sanctioned. 
They  are  uplifting  and  beautiful 
because  virtue  and  Cupid  triumph. 
Piffle! 


"The  Blood  Ship,"  understand 
me,  is  a  picture  above  the  average. 
It  is  consistent — well,  as  consistent 
as  most  movies — and  does  what 
it  sets  out  to  do,  curdle  your 
blood.  My  kick  is  that  love  should 
be  frowned  upon,  as  it  obviously 
is,  when  dispensed  in  more  than 
thimblefuls,  while  hate  is  exalted 
and  served  by  the  siedel.  Why 
play  favourites?  If  we're  going  to 
have  films  that  show  beastiality 
with  reality,  then  why  not  love  as 
it  is  lived  and  felt,  not  as  it  is 
ossified  for  the  celluloid? 

A  GOOD  young  lady  to  keep  your 
eye  on — -I  will  whenever  I  get 
the  chance  again — is  Miss  Claud- 
ette  Colbert  who,  as  far  as  I  can 
learn,  makes  her  initial  bow  to  us 
movie  fiends  in  "For  the  Love  of 
Mike."  Miss  Colbert  first  came 
into  my  ken  as  the  siren  snake- 
charmer  in  the  stage  play,  "The 
Barker,"  which  ran  successfully 
for  some  time  in  New  York  and  is 
now  in  Chicago  doing  likewise,  if 
all  the  cast  hasn't  been  shot. 
Then  she  made  no  more  impression 
on  me  than  as  a  rather  sex-appeal- 
ing young  woman.  On  the  screen, 
it  develops,  she  can  also  act. 
She  continues  to  look  lovely! 
Who  wants  to  trade  a  half  a  dozen 
Clara  Bows  for  one  Claudette 
Colbert?  And  I'll  throw  in  two 
agates,  a  jack  knife  and  an  early 
photograph  of  Sarah  Bernhardt. 
As  for  the  picture,  "For  the  Love 
of  Mike,"  let's  say  no  more  about 
it! 

I-IAVING       gotten        everything 
started  nicely,    I  hope,  I  shall 
now  fade-out  for  a  month.     During 
(Continued  on  page  30) 


G9BLIN 


27 


The  Showman:   "All  this  lot  yours?" 

Proud  Father:   "Yes;  'ow  much?" 

The  Showman:   "My  dear  sir,  we  shan't  charge  you  anything;  we'll  bring  the  emu  out  to  see  you!" 

— Printer's  Pie. 
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H,  he  was  feeling  very 
sad.  He  slumped 
down  in  the  visitor's 
chair  and  tried  to 
concentrate  on  the 
calendar  behind  me. 

"Is  that  right,  Stephen?"  he 
asked.     "Is  it  really  Tuesday?" 

I  assured  him  that  it  was. 
For  a  long  time  he  sat  wrapped  in 
thought. 

"Funny,"  he  mumbled.  "Funny, 
— I  can't  seem  to  remember  what 
I  did  with  Monday." 

He  paused  for  further  reflection, 
touching  gently  the  black  eye 
which  he  assured  me  had  been 
caused  by  running  into  a  door  in 
the  dark.  Then  he  suddenly 
looked  up. 

"There  was  a  fellow  from 
Indiana,  I  think,  or  maybe  it 
was  Tennessee.  Anyway,  he  pre- 
ferred Bourbon.  .  .  Then  I  think 
we  lost  Jimmy — no,  I  guess  he  fell 
asleep.  .  .  Are  three  Bromo-Selt- 
zers  in  a  row  hard  on  the  heart?" 

He  looked  so  pitiful  that  my 
heart  went  out  to  him.  He  pulled 
himself  to  his  feet  and  then 
quickly  relapsed. 

'"Sno  use.  I  just  can't  use 
this  day  at  all." 

"What  you  need,"  I  suggested, 
"is  a  little  pleasant  diversion." 

"Don't  talk  to  me  about 
pleasant  diversions,"  he  voci- 
ferated. 

"Tell  you  what,"  I  said,  "We'll 
run  up  to  the  apartment.  I'll  fix 
you  up  a  nice  cold  lemonade, 
maybe,  and  we'll  play  something 
soft  and  soothing  on  the  phono- 
graph." 

"All  right,"    he  agreed 
"but  soft  needles  only." 


1JE  sat  slumped  in  the  chester- 
field chair  with  a  tall  glass 
beside  him.  I  picked  up  a  record 
at  random.  It  was  "Wedding  of 
the  Winds,"  on  the  back  of  which 
is  "Over  the  Waves  Waltz,"  played 
by  the  Miniature  Concert  Orches- 
tra (Brunswick).  1 1  was  melodious, 
with  the  gentle  swing  which  charac- 
terizes the  waltzes  of  a  generation 
one  step  in  the  rear,  a  truly  lovely 
piece.  Seeming  to  note  appro- 
bation on  the  countenance  of  my 
patient,  I  followed  with  the  Victor 
Philadelphia  Symphony  record  of 
"The  Invitation  to  the  Waltz." 
Here  was  beauty  enough  and 
wealth  of  color  to  resurrect  the 
victim  of  the  most  depressing 
hang-over  in  seven  counties.  The 
rich  chords  of  the  slowly  gathering 
melody  filled  the  room.  For  a 
moment  I  forgot  my  guest.  When 
I  looked  again  I  saw  that  I  had 
done  my  work  too  well.      He  was 


feebly, 


in  tears.  He  looked  at  me 
apologetically.  The  blues!  It  was 
an  inspiration.  Quickly  I  put  on 
the  Van  &  Schenck  (Columbia) 
record  of  "The  Vo-do-do-de-o 
Blues."  Naturally  he  picked  up 
rapidly.  Anybody  would.  And 
when  I  turned  it  over  and  had 
the  same  boys  sing  "Ain't  That  a 
Grand  and  Glorious  Feeling?"  his 
recovery  was  complete. 

"Van  &  Schenck,"  he  said. 
"Those  are  the  two  comedians 
who  made  the  record — oh,  no, 
I  was  thinking  of  Moran  &  Mack. 
Have  you  got  "Two  Black  Crows"? 

I  had  to  admit  that  my  last 
impression  of  this  record  has  been 
borrowed  finally  on  a  non-return- 
able basis.  I  had,  however,  the 
Maltby  &  Slappey  record  of  "Two 
Black  Crows"  (Apex),  but  at  the 
first  four  sentences  of  the  famous 
dialogue  he  rose  and  grew  violent, 
and  I  had  to  take  it  off.  To  calm 
him,  I  tried  another  waltz,  "C'Est 
Vous"  by  the  Tray  more  Salon 
Orchestra  (Apex),  which  had  the 
desired  effect.  He  grew  senti- 
mental and  remembered  a  little 
blonde  with  large  eyes  who  seemed 
to  have  appeared  some  time  during 
the  past  week-end.  "Charmaine," 
— the  Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra 
(Apex) — and  "Under  the  Moon" 
on  the  back  of  it,  had  him  looking 
through  the  papers  in  his  pockets 
for  her  telephone  number.  "Zulu 
Wail"  (Columbia)  played  by  Al 
Lentz  and  His  Orchestra  chilled 
him  to  the  bone,  but  inspired  an 
encouraging  fidgeting  of  the  feet. 
The  cure  was  almost  effected. 

Others  Which  Went  Over  Big: 

"In  a  Shady  Nook  by  a  Babbling 
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"Baby  Feet  Go 
Pitter-Patter" 


Yes,  sir,  baby  footsteps  go  pitter- 
patter  but  not  nearly  so  rhythmic- 
ally as  Abe  Lyman's  interpretation 
of  said  infant's  pedal  extremities 
beating  a  tattoo.  Really  you  should 
hear  this  number. 

BABY  FEET  GO  PITTER-PATTER 
There's  One  Little  Girl  Who  Loves  Me 

Fox  Trots    with    Vocal    Choruses,      Qfifl'i 
Abe  Lyman's  California   Orchestra     OOUJ 

SHE'S  GOT  "IT" 
Gonna  Get  a  Girl 

Fox  Trots    with    Vocal    Choruses.      9CHQ 
The  Six  Jumping  Jacks  OOUJ 

NO  WONDER  I'M  HAPPY 
Just  Once  Again 

Fox  Trots.  Golden  and  His  Hotel      OCfl/1 
McAlpin  Orchestra.  Vocal  Choruses     JOU4 

MEET  ME  IN  THE  MOONLIGHT 
I'm  Coming,  Virginia 

Fox  Trots  with  Vocal  Chorus,  Jules     QfiOfi 
Herbuveaux  and  His  Orchestra  OUUU 

DOWN  THE  LANE 
Broken  Dreams 

Waltzes.      Joe  Green's    Novelty  9C7C 

Marimba  Band.  Vocal  Choruses  OJIO 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  many  won- 
derful Brunswick  Records  on  sale  at 
your   Brunswick   Dealers   this   month. 

There's  new  snap,  rhythm  and  pep  in 
"Light-Ray"  Records 

S&rwtswick^ 

PANATROPES-ELECTRICAL  RECORDS 


Brook" — Hollywood  Dance  Orches- 
tra (Apex)  and  "Some  of  These 
Days" — Indiana     Five. 

"Love  and  Kisses" — Colonia 
Club  Orchestra  (Brunswick)  and 
"Ain't  That  a  Grand  and  Glorious 
Feeling?" — Colonial  Club  Orches- 
tra. 

"There's  One  Little  Girl  Who 
Loves  Me" — Abe  Lyman's  Cali- 
fornia Orchestra  (Brunswick). 

"00!  Golly  Ain't  She  Cute?"— 
Jack  Smith  (Victor)  and  "Rosy 
Cheeks"- — Jack  Smith. 

"Miss  Annabelle  Lee" — Ted 
Weems  and  His  Orchestra  (Victor) 
and  "Barbara" — Ted  Weems  and 
His  Orchestra. 

"Drink  to  Me  Only  with  Thine 
Eyes" — Lawrence  Tibbett,  baritone 
(Victor)  and  "Believe  Me  if  All 
Those  Endearing  Young  Charms" 
— Lawrence  Tibbett. 

Not  So  Bad: 

"Russian  Lullaby" — Edmund 
Cromwell  at  the  organ  (Apex) — and 
"Love's  Old  Sweet  Song" — Ed- 
mund Cromwell. 

"Paree!" — Leo  Reisman  and  His 
Orchestra  (Columbia) — and  "Leon- 
ora"— Leo  Reisman  and  His  Or- 
chestra. 

"Gonna  Get  a  Girl" — Six 
Jumping  Jacks  (Brunswick) — and 
"She's  Got  'It'!" — Six  Jumping 
Jacks. 

"Meet  Me  in  the  Moonlight"— 
Jules  Herbuveaux  and  His  Orchestra 
(Brunswick) — and  "I'm  Coming, 
Virginia" — Jules  Herbuveaux  and 
His  Orchestra. 

"What  Do  We  Do  on  a  Dew- 
Dew-Dewy  Day?" — Nat  Shilkret 
and  the  Victor  Orchestra — and  "Is 
It  Possible?" — Johnny  Hamp's 
Kentucky  Serenaders  (Victor). 

"Nothing  Could  Be  Sweeter" — 
The  Virginians  (VLtor) — and  "It's 
a  Million  to  One  You're  in  Love" — 
The  Virginians. 

And  Not  So  Good: 

"At  Sundown" — Irving  Kauf- 
man (Apex) — and  "Under  the 
Moon" — Lambert-H  illpot. 

Happy  Bill  Daniel's  Quadrille — 
John  A.  McDermott,  Pioneer  Fid- 
dler and  Caller  (Brunswick). 

•"Indian  Dawn" — Jack  Major 
(Columbia) — and"  Just  the  Same" 
— also  Jack  Major. 

—STEPHEN   MOON 


"This  is  certainly  the  day  of 
world  records." 

"You  said  it,  and  it's  the  day 
of  Apex  records,  too.  Listen 
to  these  titles:" 

"C'EST  VOUS" 

Traymore  Salon  Orchestra  26068 

"WONDERING  EYES" 

Traymore  Salon  Orchestra 


"CHARMAINE" 

Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra  g(J3g 

"UNDER  THE  MOON" 

Imperial  Dance  Orchestra 


"SOME  OF  THESE  DAYS" 

Indiana  Five  8640 

"IN  A  SHADY  NOOK  BY  A 
BABBLING  BROOK" 

Hollywood  Dance  Orchestra 


"AT  SUNDOWN" 

Vocal  by  Irving  Kaufman     3641 

"UNDER  THE  MOON" 

Duet  by  Lambert-Hillpot 


"RUSSIAN  LULLABY" 

a"d  8634 

"LOVE'S  OLD  SWEET  SONG" 

With  Edmund  Cromwell  at  the  Organ 


"TWO  BLACK  CROWS" 

i  By  Maltby  and  Slappey    26071 

Newest  APEX  Creations 
65c 

The  SUN  RECORD  CO. 

TORONTO 

DEALERS  EVERYWHERE 
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mouthwash, 
gargle  and 

to  prevent  infection 

That  never-empty  place  in  medicine 
:abinets  belongs  to  Absorbine,  Jr. 

As  a  mouthwash  it  is  germ  destroy- 
ing, cleansing  and  refreshing. 

As  a  gargle  it  soothes  and  relieves  an 
irritated  or  swollen  sore  throat. 

With  a  dentifrice  it  gets  at  crevice- 
hidden  germs;  keeps  brush  clean. 

With  a  shampoo  it  destroys  dandruff 
germs  and  stimulates  the  scalp. 

It  is  delightful  after  shaving  and  a 
first  aid  for  cuts  and  scratches. 

At  all  druggists',  $i.  25,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,   10c,  postpaid. 

W.  F.  yOUNG,  Inc. 

203  Lyman  Building 

MONTREAL 


as  a  liniment. 


WRIGLEYS 

JUICY  FRUIT  has  the 

flavor  of  fresh,  ripe  fruits. 

It    is    beneficial    too, 

cleansing  mouth  and  teeth, 

soothing  the  throat 

and  helping 

digestion. 


Scanning    the    Filmament 

(Continued  from  page  26) 

this  time  I  shall  go  into  a  trance, 
gaze  at  the  stars,  think  deeply  and 
conjure  forth  a  few  movie  views 
and  reviews.  This  is  just  the 
beginning.  Next  month  I  start. 
And,  by  the  way,  if  you  think 
there  are  too  many  Is  in  this  art- 
icle please  let  me  know  how  any- 
one can  review  the  film  without 
eyes.  Till  we  meet  again,  the 
following  pictures  are — 

RECOMMENDED 
THE      KING      OF      KINGS- 
Religion  delicately  and  intelligently 
handled. 

TWELVES  MILES  OUT- 
John  Gilbert  (the  handsome  devil) 
in  a  good  film  about  those  quaint 
United  States  bootleggers.  Such 
men! 

CHANG— No  story,  but  very 
exciting.  All  about  elephants  and 
a  monkey. 

THE  BIG  PARADE— Concern- 
ing that  war. 

WHAT  PRICE  GLORY?— The 
same  war. 

SEVENTH  HEAVEN— If  you 
want  "a  good  cry"  and  more  war. 

WINGS— Exhilarating  photo- 
graphy, fine  drinking  scenes  and 
still   more  war. 

CARROLL    CARROLL. 


"/  have  come  to  have  a  tooth  out." 
"The  dentist  is  on  the  next  floor." 
"/  beg  your  pardon.      I  thought  it 

was  here."  — Pele  Mele,  Paris. 

=t=        *        # 

Waste 

First  Student:  "Good  gosh! 
they're  advertising  shoe  shines  now 
for  five  cents;  let's  get  one." 

Second  Student:  "Aw,  they're 
probably  no  good,  and  besides  I've 
got  on  my  room  mate's  shoes." 

— Alabama  Rammer  Jammer. 


Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 

Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Does  not  affect 
the  Heart 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 

Colds  Headache 

Neuritis  Lumbago 

Toothache         Rheumatism 
Neuralgia  Pain,  Pain 

Each  unbroken  "Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists  also    sell    bottles    of    24    and    100. 


BUNIONS  SKSE 

I  end  bunions  forever  with  my  new  Pedodyne  Solvent 
treatment.  Pain  stops  almost  instantly.  Actual  reduction 
of  the  enlarged  growth  starts  so  fast  that  your  next  pair  of 
shoes  can  be  a  size  smaller — often  two  sizes  smaller. 

jPmii*>  It*  F-woo  Just  scr,d  y°ur  name  and  ad- 
MT  rUUC  ML  r  fee  dress>  no  money,  and  the  full 
treatment  guaranteed  to  bring  complete  results  may  be 
yours  to  try.   No  obligations — Address 

KAY  LABORATORIES,  Dept.    B  521 
60  Front  St,  W.  Toronto,  Ontario 


JIN  ARTIST 


BE 

U    WE    CAN    TEACH 
*^    YOU    DRAWING    h 
your    own    home    during    your 
spare    time.       Thirty-five   years  of 
successful  teaching  proves  our  ability. 
Artists  receive   large   salaries. 

Write  today  for  Art  Year  Book 

Scmgoi^Appued  akt 

Boom  4  BATTLi: CHUCK  MICH. 


Go 


BLIN 


31 


Free  Speech 


FOR  THE   BEST   LETTER    PUBLISHED 

EACH  MONTH   STARTING   WITH  THE 

SEPTEMBER      ISSUE.     GOBLIN     WILL 

PAY  $5.00 

$5.00  Prize-Winning  Letter 

August  27th,  1927, 

Kelowna,  B.C. 
Goblins  Limited, 

Toronto,  Ontario. 
Gentlemen: 

In  a  letter  to  your  columns  recently  a 
correspondent  saw  fit  to  use  the  names 
of  two  leading  humorous  publications  of 
England  and  United  States  by  way  of 
comparison.  I  concluded  he  was  English 
by  the  way  he  praises  Punch.  Personally, 
1  have  never  yet  had  a  good  laugh  from 
anything  in  Punch  and  I  have  read  it 
many  times,  nor  does  a  perusal  of  Life 
always  get  me  going,  thought  it  often 
has  something  very  good.  I  maintain 
that  one  must  be  an  Englishman  to 
understand  Punch  and  American  to 
appreciate  Life;  it  follows  that  the  best 
judge  of  Goblin  will  be  a  Canadian.  I 
enjoy  Goblin  and  have  had  many  a  hearty 
chuckle  from  its  pages.  Nor  do  I  support 
it  for  patriotic  reasons.  An  article  must 
have  merit.  Manufacturers  that  rave 
over  the  flag  and  point  out  to  loyal 
citizens  that  it  is  their  duty  to  buy  certain 
goods  generally  put  little  quality  into 
them.  I  would  not  say  that  Goblin 
ranks  as  yet  with  either  Punch  or  Life  in 
their  respective  spheres.  Things  of  per- 
manent value  are  necessarily  of  slow 
growth.  But  I  will  maintain  that  it 
touches  the  lives  of  Canadians  as  neither 
of  the  others  can.  With  its  present  clean 
style,  pleasing  originality  and  creative 
energy,  I  expect  it  will  go  far.  The 
proprietors  know  that  the  success  of  the 
paper  depends  on  the  extent  of  the 
friendship  they  can  inspire  with  the  public. 
May  they  more  and  more  lead  the  way 
in  upholding  truth,  crushing  evil  and 
showing  the  way  to  happiness.  The 
possibilities  in  this  field  are  unlimited. 
Sincerely  yours, 

James  M.  White. 

*        *        * 

His  Mother-in-law  Laughed 

Calgarv,  Alta.. 

August  13.  1927. 

Editor  or  the  Goblin, 
Toronto,  Ont. 

Dear  Sir: 

For  four  long  months  (under  the 
greatest  provocation)  1  have  continued 
as  a  subscriber  to  the  Goblin;  but  now 
I  can  stand  it  no  longer,  and  with  feverish 
haste  I  am  registering  this  indignant 
protest  and  demanding  you  to  stop  it. 
Trie  main  cause  of  my  indignation  is  this: 
The  first  number  of  your  Goblin,  which 
arrived  at  my  home  in  May.  contained 
one  joke — which  made  me  laugh.  For 
this  first  offense  I.  being  a  church  member 
of  uncertain  standing,  after  a  few  w^eks 
forgave  you.  But  as  it  occurred  once  in 
July  and  then  again  in  your  August 
number,  I  am  forgetting  sentiment  and 
remembering  only  your  heinous  offense. 
Lest  I  forget,  let  me  tell  you  now  that  my 
mother-in-law  laughed  at  one  of  your  so- 
called   jokes   too,   and    I    want    to   remind 

I  Continued  on  page  35) 


IOOK  at  it  from  any 
-^  angle — the  style, 
quality  and  price 
embodied  in  a  Brock 
or  St.  Lawrence  hat 
is  a  sound  investment 
in   good  appearance. 


Made  by  the  Wolthausen  Hat  Corporation,  Limited,  also  makers  cf  Wollhausen 
Peer  and  Morton  hats.  14 


Smart! 

Take  note  how  many  of 
the  best-dressed  men  wear 
INVICTUS.  It  has  comfort 
seldom  found  in  such  a  smart 
shoe.      A  happy  alliance. 


The  Eagle  Shoe  Co.,  Limited,  Montreal 


the  Best  Good  Shoe 


Model  67  5 
Bluchtr 
Oxford 


Sold 

by  the 

best  shoe 

dealers 
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WRITERS 

IN 

VANITY  FAIR 

Sherwood  A  nderson 
Robert  Benchley 
Tleywood  Broun 
Clarence  Darroiu 
Theodore  Dreiser 
Corey  Ford 
Gilbert  Gabriel 
Philip  Gucdalla 
Aldous  Huxley 
Walter  Lippniann 
W.O.McGeehan 
Fcrenc  Molndr 
Paul  Morand 
George  Jean  Nathan 
Arthur  Schnitzlcr 
Deems  Taylor 
Jim  Tully 
Rebecca  West 
Alexander  Woollcott 


ARTISTS 

IN 

VANITY  FAIR 

Ralph  Barton 
George  Belcher 
F.douard  Benito 
Pamela  Bianco 
William  Bolin 
Miguel  Covarrubias 
Warren  Davis 
-  Idolph  Dehn 
Hunt  Dicdcrich 
Laurence  Felloes 
Rockwell  Kent 
Frederic  Lcbnin 
Georges  Lepapc 
Frans  Maserecl 
Alan  O die 
Henry  Raleigh 
Charles  Shceler 
Edward  Stcichcn 
Leon  Undcrzi'ooil 


How  far  off  are  the  footlights? 

DO  the  good  shows  come  round  to  your  college  town? .  .  . 
Or  do  you  get  only  the  left  over  legs,  the  rag-tag  cos- 
tumes and  the  mangled  music  of  a  No.  3  company? 

When  you  do  see  a  real  show  then,  you  want  it  to  be  one 
of  the  absolute  best! 

Vanity  Fair  keeps  you  informed.  If  there's  a  new  Bill  Shake- 
speare, anew  Bernhardt,  a  new  anything  about  the  st?ge  that 
you  want  to  know,  you're  sure  to  have  it  all  in  Vanity  Fair 
.  .  .  And'the  theatre  is  only  one  of  its  many  features. 


EVERY  ISSUE  CONTAINS 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them . 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 


Sports:    News   of    ra< 
quel    and    putter,    turf 

and     track.      By     those 

v',  ii.  i  lead  the-  field. 

Motor  Cars:  Speed. 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope  and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 


Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Fashions :  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 


Night  Life:  \\  hatevi  r 
is  new  among  t  he  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
I  >arwin,  regularly.  How 

to  hn-ak  ninct  \  .  With 
photographs. 


World      Affairs:     The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State 

Theatres:  Stars  in  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  wh  y . 
Special  photographs. 


Movies:      Hollywood's 

high   lights.   Tin-  art    of 
the       movies — if      any. 
A  nd     photographs 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  T  h  e  chill 
science  in  its  ■  ultimate 
refinements.  How  i<> 
get    that    last    tri<  k        MI 

t  he  experts  writing. 


Just  sign  the  coupon  NOW .  .  . 

Special  Offer! 

5  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair  $1 


and  send  a  dollar  bill  along  to  keep  it  company ! 


Open  to  new  subscribers  only 
Single  copy  price  35c.  Regular  yearly  subscript 


it e  $.1.50 


Vanity    Fair     Graybai   Bldg.,  New  York  City 

(  inly   the   best   for  me  you  bet.   Start  those  five  months 
of  Vanity  Fair.  Here's  the  dollar  bill. 


Name 

Address 

City        State, 


aOBLIN 
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Books 

(Continued  from  page  25) 

foreigner  will  be  prevented  from 
carrying  out  his  pleasant  purpose. 
A  variety  of  astounding  and  amus- 
ing characters  flash  across  the 
scene  to  the  confusion  of  the 
diplomat  and  the  delight  of  the 
reader.  It  does  not  matter  that 
in  the  end  a  touch  of  extraneous 
tragedy  occurs.  "The  Honorable 
Picnic"  is  one  of  the  most  readable 
books  of  the  year. 
1M0T  so  readable  but  filled  with 
dark  power  is  "Youth  in  the 
Saddle"  by  Kathleen  Coyle  (Nel- 
son-Cape), a  novel  of  serious- 
minded  young  people  in  Ireland  to- 
day. Miss  Coyle  has  peopled  her 
tragic  novel  with  a  half  dozen 
introspective  but  understandable 
youths  and  a  maiden  whose 
spiritual  gropings  fill  the  scene 
against  the  background  of  the 
mature  and  tolerant  mind  of  the 
grandmother,  Mrs.  Macedoine.  In 
a  style  which  is  devoid  of  sen- 
sational pretense,  she  slowly  and 
with  gathering  force  creates  un- 
forgettable portraits.  There  are 
the  lovers,  Shule  Hassan  and  the 
dark,  earthly  Shanad,  fighting  a 
passionate  battle  of  temperament 
against  hopeless  odds.  There  is 
old  Mrs.  Macedoine  struggling  to 
maintain  her  faith  in  the  ability 
of  youth  to  work  out  its  own 
salvation.  And  there  is  Roddy, 
Shule's  brother,  with  his  obsession 
for  the  Ireland  of  old  and  the 
old  songs  sung  by  the  minstrel 
on  the  rush-covered  floors  of  the 
catles — Roddy,  the  romantic  re- 
actionary, and  his  dabbling  in 
ambuscades  and  his  bold  rebellions 
— the  ultimate  sacrificing  of  his 
life  for  the  Cause.  And  over  all 
there  is  the  darkness  and  mystery 
and  magical  music  of  the  moun- 
tains of  Erin  influencing  the  lonely 
passionate  souls  of  its  people. 
This  is  a  tragic  document  that 
shakes  one  with  its  apparent 
authenticity.  It  is  a  slowly  gat- 
hering storm  culminating  in  a 
tremendous  thunderbolt. 
*        *        * 

A  man  recently  fainted  three 
times  at  his  own  wedding.  It  was 
no  use,  however.  They  waited 
until  he  came  round  the  third 
time  and  then  went  on  with  it. 
— London  Opinion. 


Camera  Contest 
Announcement 


THE  winner  of  the  Moving  Picture  Camera 
Contest  in  Goblin's  July  and  August 
issues  was  Miss  Lillian^Russell,  3  Sultan  Street, 
Toronto.  Her  telegram  read:  "MY  MOTHER 
AND  SISTERS  KEEPING  ME  [COMPANY. 
WILL  WELCOME  YOU." 

Three  special  consolation  prizes  of  $5.00  each 
go  to:  J.  F.  Rose,  Punnichy,  Saskatchewan; 
David  C.  Berry,  c/o  T.O.B.  Gold  Mines,  Kirk- 
land  Lake,  Ontario;  Miss  M.  Straith,  97  Eagle 
Avenue,  Brantford,  Ontario. 


MilMM* 


Cautious 

A  gentleman  of  our  acquaint- 
ance, finding  himself  in  an  uptown 
restaurant  at  a  table  which  was 
annoyingly  wabbly,  called  a  waiter. 

"Will  you  put  something  under 
the   table,   please?"   he   requested. 

"Sorry,  not  to-night  sir, "s  came 
the  reply.  "We  got  to  be  careful. 
They  just  padlocked  two  places  in 
this  block." 

— New  Yorker. 

*  *        * 

It  is  related  of  a  certain  movie 
magnate  that  he  was  being  sued 
and  that  he  was  called  east  just 
about  when  the  case  was  to  come 
to  trial.  So  he  left  the  case  in 
the  hands  of  his  attorney,  telling 
him  to  telegraph  the  outcome. 
Finally  the  telegram  came:  "Jus- 
tice has  triumphed!"  And  the 
great  man  wired  back:  "Appeal 
immediately!" 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 

*  *        * 

A  pedestrian  is  a  man  whose 
wife  has  gone  with   the  car. 

— Jester. 


What  Made  His 
Hair  Grow? 

Read  His  Letter  for  the  Answer 


"Two  years  ago 
I  was  bald  all  over 
the  top  of  my  bead. 

"I  felt  ashamed 

for  people  to  see  my 
head.  1  tried  differ- 
ent preparations, 
but  they  did  no> 
Brood.  I  remained 
bald,  until  I  used) 
Kotalko. 

"New hair  cam* 
almost  immediat- 
ely and  kept  on 
growing.  InaBhort 
time  I  had  a  splen- 
did head  of  hair. 
Which  has  been  per- 
il feet  ever  since — 
a  and  no  return  of 
the  baldness." 
This  verified  statement  is  by  Mr.  H.  A.  Wild.  He 
Is  but  one  of  the  big  legion  of  users  of  Kotalko  who 
voluntarily  attest  it  has  stopped  falling  hair,  elimin- 
ated dandruff  or  aided  new.  luxuriant  hair  growth. 
KOTALKO  is  sold  by  busy  druggists  everywhere. 

FREE  Trial  Box 

To  prove  the  efficacy  of  'Kotalko,  for  men's, 
women's  and  children's  hair,  tho  producers  are 
giving  Proof  Boxes.    Use  coupon  or  write,  to 

KOTAL  CO.,  A  H3  ,  Station  L,  New  York 

Please  Bend  me  FREE  Proof  Box  of   KOTALKO 

Name 

Addre«»  
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UwericasoJinest  (Slub 

dHotels 


In  Detroit 

—ten  minutes  from  all  depots. 
Webster  Hall  is  in  the  true 
cultural  centre,  at  Cass  Ave- 
nue and  Putman,  just  across 
from  the  beautiful  Public 
Library  and  the  new  Art  Insti- 
tute. Bus  lines  pass  the  door 
main  car  line  one  block  aua 


—Just  opened,  this  Webster 
Hall  in  the  famous  Schenley 
Park  district,  at  Fifth  Avenue 
and  Dithridge.  Nine  minutes 
from)  downtown.  Within  a 
radius  of  four  blocks  are  the 
University  of  Pittsburgh,  For- 
bes Field.  Carnegie  Library, 
Pittsburgh  Athletic  Club  and 
Masonic  Temple. 


Exclusively  for  Men 

Recreational  Facilities  of 
the  Finest  Athletic  Clubs 

Privileges  of  the  swimming  pool,  gymnasium,  handball 
courts,  lounges,  card  and  billiard  rooms — all  included  in 
rentals  no  higher  than  the  cost  of  "just  a  room"  else- 
where !  Make  Webster  Hall  your  next  stop — in  Detroit — 
in  Pittsburgh.    Here's  royal  living — and  most  economical. 


RATES  AS  LOW  AS  $2  PER  DAY 
SPECIAL  WEEKLY  RATES 

No  Tipping 


THE    WEBSTER    HALL 

CORPORATION  OF 

AMERICA 

PETER    A.  MILLER,   PRESIDENT 


Editorial 


(Continued  from  page  II) 
The  most  potent  factor  in  the  stimulation  of 
School  Spirit  is  the  fact  that  our  preparatory  schools 
are  small:  the  conception  of  the  school  as  an  abstract 
ideal  is  easily  assimilated.  Most  of  the  universities 
of  this  continent  are  too  large.  This  fault  may  be 
overcome  to  a  certain  degree  in  two  ways.  Firstly, 
by  the  breaking  up  of  the  large  institution  into  small 
affiliated  colleges;  and  secondly,  by  the  fraternity 
system.  The  latter,  while  frequently  criticized  ad- 
versely, is  perhaps  the  more  feasible  of  the  two. 
Some  thirty  odd  kindred  spirits  living  together  in  all 
phases  of  college  life  result  in  the  nearest  thing  to  a 
liberal  education  that  we  have  discovered.  Thirty 
men  represent  a  fair  cross  section  of  any  college. 
Here,  then,  the  Greeks  are  taken  care  of,  but  what  of 
the  barbarians?  The  remedy,  instead  of  a  policy 
of  suppression  on  the  part  of  the  Faculty,  should  be 
encouragement  of  the  fraternities.  In  universities 
where  this  policy  has  been  followed  out,  the  result 
has  been  fraternities  for  everybody  and  the  preserva- 
tion and  sublimation  of  School  Spirit  to  the  highest 

degree. 

*  *        * 

Page  the  Art  Gallery 

"Vot  you  doink,  Abie?'' 

"I'm  drunk." 

"Vot!!!?!" 

"Sure.      I'm  drunk  pictures  on  de  vail." 

— Columbia  Jester. 

The  Wrong  Wicket 

Dear  old  lady:  "Can  you  please  tell  me  the 
berth  rate  for  the  Twentieth  Century?" 

Agent:    "See  the  government  statistics,   madam. 

This  is  a   Pullman   office."  — Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

A  Sad  Tale 

Sweet  old  lady:  "Well,  well,  my  poor  man, 
what  did  you  do  to  get  in  the  guard  house?" 

Buck  private:  "You  see,  it's  this  way.  I  didn't 
wanted  to  join  the  army,  but  when  I  was  drafted  I 
was  given  the  number  598,  a  bed  that  was  too  short 
for  me,  a  uniform  that  was  too  large,  marched  ten 
miles  to  a  church  I  didn't  belong  to,  had  to  listen 
to  a  sermon  I  didn't  agree  with,  and  when  the  minister, 
at  the  end  of  the  sermon,  said,  'Number  598,  Art 
Thou  Weary,  Art  Thou  Languid,  Art  Thou 
Sore  Distressed?'  I  got  ten  days  for  saying  that 
I  was."  — J ack-o' -Lantern. 


-the   fried    eggs   or 


Safe 

"Which    do    you    recommend- 
the  omelet?" 

"The  fried  aigs  is  a  month  old,  so  ye'd  better 
take  a  omelet.     They  ain't  no  aigs  in  that." 

— Green  Goat. 

*        *        * 

Poet:  "My  girl  said  this  last  poem  of  mine  caused 
her  heart  to  miss  a  beat!" 

Editor:  "Then  we  can't  use  it.  We  can't  print 
anything    that    will    interfere    with    our  circulation." 

— Chicago  Phoenix. 
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Free  Speech 


{Continued from  page  31) 
you  that  she  is  a  highly  respectable 
person  and  a  church  member  also. 
Say,  what  do  you  think  we  are  letting  you 
publish  this  Goblin  for  anyhow?  But 
don't  think  you  can  get  away  with  this 
any  longer,  for  you  can't.  Thank  God, 
we  have  a  Minister  of  Labour  to  whom  a 
joke  is  a  serious  matter,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  exertion  that  it  causes.  That  he 
simply  won't  stand  for. 

Again,  you  have  wounded  certain 
people  sorely.  I  can't  even  stand  it 
myself,  but  those  poor  people  in  that 
"Lady,  you  have  a  figure"  cartoon,  I  say, 
what  about  them'?  It  was  a  perfectly 
devilish  situation  in  which  you  placed  the 
unfortunate  lady.  And  that  poor  police- 
man, a  slave  to  duty — why,  man,  are  you 
dead  to  compassion?  You  don't  find 
such  jokes  or  cartoons  in  "Life."  People 
read  "Life"  because  it  has  a  reputation 
and  they  don't  have  to  laugh  at  its  jokes. 

It  may  be  that  your  intentions  are  good, 
but  you  know  of  that  place  paved  with 
good  intentions.  Now,  exasperated  as  I 
am,  I  really  don't  want  you  to  go  into 
the  paving  business,  because  you  are  very 
young  and  there  is  time  to  reform.  But. 
in  case  you  don't — well,  you  can't  say  I 
haven't  warned  you. 

Yours  for  rectitude, 

Aristides  Applesauce. 

•  *  * 

A  Tragic  Case 

R.R.  5, 

Brantford,    Ontario, 

Sept.    7,    1927. 
The  Editor,  Goblin  Magazine. 
Dear  Sir: 

An  extraordinary  thing  has  just  occurred 
in  this  neighbourhood — a  report  of  which 
should  interest  you.  A  sober,  respectable 
man  has  laughed  himself  to  death  under 
rather  peculiar  circumstances.  When 
first  observed  he  was  reading  the  Goblin. 
He  pointed  wildly  to  something  therein 
that  had  evidently  touched  his  sense  of 
humour,  and  then  succumbed  to  fits  of 
uncontrollable  mirth.  Various  methods 
were  tried  to  bring  the  unfortunate 
victim  to  his  sober  senses,  but  without 
avail.  Passages  from  Milton's  "Paradise 
Lost"  and  Dante's  "Inferno"  were  intoned 
without  effect.  Certain  political  speeches 
seemed  for  a  time  to  dull  the  edge  of 
the  man's  dangerous  glee,  and  it  was 
hoped  he  would  recover.  But  the  poor 
fellow  soon  relapsed  into  a  state  of  helpless 
laughter  and  passed  away  at  midnight 
giggling  hilariously. 

It  is  not  known  exactly  which  part  of 
Goblin    proved    so   deadly    in   character. 

EWART    EDMONDSON. 

*  *  * 

'A  College  Man  Has  Not  a  Care' 

103  Yarmouth  Road, 
Toronto  4,  Ontario, 
September  3,  1927. 
Goblins,  Ltd., 

170  Bay  Street, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Please  send  the  Goblin  in  the  future 
to  the  undersigned,  "Casa  Cerchi," 
co  Mr.  Greenslades,  R.R.  No.  I,  Isling- 
ton, Ontario. 

My  general  impression  of  your  magazine 
is  that  all  jokes,  puns,  stories,  etc.,  fall 
very  flat.  I  am  not  a  moron  either. 
I  enjoy  a  good  joke  at  any  time.    As  fax  as 

{Continued  on  page  38) 
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Win  this  Packard 

99  Big  Prizes 

OVER  $6,000.00  IN  PRIZES 


will  be  awarded  for 
in  GOBLIN'S  Great 


FIRST  PRIZE— Total  value,  $3,750. 
$3,450  Packard  Sedan,  or  any  other  model  In 
same  price  class,  if  desired,  plus  $300.00  cash, 
extra  at  the  rate  of  $10.00  lor  every  dollar  sent 
in  up  to  $30.00.  Not  more  than  $30.00  in  sub- 
scriptions can  be  applied  to  one  answer.  A 
contestant  must  send  in  not  less  than  $5.00 
worth  of  subscriptions  to  qualify  for  this 
prize. 

FIRST  PRIZE— (If  the  contestant  does  not 
oualify  as  above.)  Total  value,  $1,105. 
Chrysler  Sedan,  plus  $40.00  extra,  at  rate  of 
$10  00  for  every  dollar  sent  in  up  to  and 
Including  $4.00.  The  minimum  subscription 
to  qualify  for  this  prize  is  $3.00.  If  a  con- 
testant sends  in  five  dollars,  he  qualifies  for 
the  Packard  car. 

FIRST  PRIZE— (If  the  contestant  does  not 
qualify  as  above.)    Total  value,  $870.00. 
Chevrolet  Coach,  plus  bonus  of  $20.00  cash. 
This  is  the  first  prize  If  winner  sends  in  only 
$2.00  subscription. 

SECOND  PRIZE— Total  value,  $1,030. 
Chevrolet  Coach,  plus  $180.00  cash  extra,  at 
the  rate  of  $6.00  for  every  dollar  sent  in  up  to 
$30.00.    To  qualify,  a  contestant  must  send  in 
not  less  than  $3.00  in  subscriptions. 


SECOND  PRIZE— Chevrolet  Sedan  valued  at 
$850.00.  Quality  in  design!  Quality  in  con- 
struction. Quality  in  appearance  and  per- 
formance! All  to  an  amazing  degree!  Long, 
low,  sweeping  lines — a  car  of  marvelous 
smartness,  also  cash  bonus  noted  under 
prize  list. 


SECOND  PRIZE — (If  the  contestant  does  not 
qualify  as  above.)  Total  value,  $512.00. 
$500  cash,  plus  $12.00  extra.  This  is  the 
second  prize  if  contestant  sends  in  only  $2.00 
worth  of  subscriptions.  If  he  sends  in  $3.00 
or  more,  he  qualifies  for  the  $1,030  second 
prize. 

THIRD  PRIZE— Total  value,  $350.00. 
$200.00  cash,   plus  $150.00  cash  extra  at  the 
rate  of  $5.00  for  every  dollar  sent  in   up  to 
$30.00. 

FOURTH  PRIZE— Total  value,  $190.00. 
$100.00  cash,   plus  $90.00  cash  extra,   at   the 
rate  of  $3.00  for  every  dollar    sent  in  up   to 
$30.00. 

FIFTH  PRIZE— Total  value,  $110. 

$50.00   cash,    plus   $60.00   cash   extra,   at   the 

rate  of  $2.00  for  every  dollar  sent  in   up  to 

$30.00. 

SIXTH  TO  TENTH  PRIZES— Cash  of  $20.00 
each. 

ELEVENTH  TO  TWENTY-FIFTH  PRIZES— 
Cash  of  $10.00  each. 

TWENTY-SIXTH    TO    FIFTIETH    PRIZES— 
Cash  of  $5.00  each. 


FIFTY-FIRST  TO  NINETY-NINTH 
— One-year  subscription  to  Goblin. 


PRIZES 


THE  PROBLEM 

The  problem  is  to  add  together  all  the  numbers  shown  above.  Each  figure  is  clearly  indicated,  and  they  run  fro 
two  to  nine;  the  sixes  have  a  curved  stem;  the  nines  a  straight  stem;  all  are  single  numbers,  there  are  no  comblnarloi 
add  them  as  if  each  figure  stood  one  above  the  other  in  a  single  column. 

CORRECT  ANSWER  UNKNOWN 

To  guarantee  to  everyone  taking  part  In  this  contest  that  no  one  holds  the  correct  answer  to  the  puzzle,  several  figui 
were  erased  after  the  original  drawing  was  made  and  before  the  puzzle  form  was  printed.  These  figures  were  removed 
Messrs.  Perry  J.  Giffen,  Toronto  Star  Weekly,  Edgar  J.  Guy,  Vancouver  Province,  and  T.  B.  Godfrey,  Chartered  Accountai 
who  have  kindly  consented  to  act  as  judges  of  the  contest.  The  figures  were  removed  from  the  chart  at  different  titni 
and  the  judges  hold  the  total  of  the  numbers  which  they  erased.  No  one  knows  what  numbers  were  erased.  Notes 
the  missing  numbers  were  made  and  are  now  under  lock  and  seal.  When  the  contest  is  over,  the  numbers  erased  from  t 
puzzle  chart  will  be  added  together  and  subtracted  from  the  original  total.  The  contest  department  knew  the  com 
answer  before  the  figures  were  taken  out,  but  now  nobody  knows  the  correct  answer.  The  answer  now  will  be  the  su 
total  of  the  figures  appearing  in  the  puzzle  chart  above. 

There  are  no  tricks  to  this  contest.  It  is  merely  a  matter  of  skill  in  finding  all  the  numbers  shown  and  then  add! 
correctly.  We  wish  it  clearly  understood  that  there  are  no  hidden  figures.  Every  number  can  be  plainly  seen.  We  wou 
suggest  cutting  the  puzzle  in  dozens  of  pieces  and  then  checking  off  the  figures  from  the  small  clippings.  Everyone,  exce 
employes  of  Goblin  and  former  prize-winners  of  one  hundred  dollars  or  more  and  their  families.  Is  entitled  to  enter  tt 
contest.    The  degree  of  your  care  and  skill  will  determine  the  prize  which  you  will  win. 

The  ONLY  requirements  for  entry  to  contest  are  those  listed  here.  You  will  note  their  extreme  simplicity,  and 
careful  reading  now  will  avoid  any  possible  confusion  later. 


GOBLIN— THE  PEOPLE'S  CHOICE 
Your  newsdealer  will  tell  you  that  he  sells  more  Goblin 
Magazines  every  month  than  any  other  magazine  pub- 
lished in  Canada.  The  reason  is  obvious.  Goblin  is 
the  liveliest,  most  original  and  entertaining  magazine 
in  Canada.  In  its  pages  are  found  the  brightest  cartoons, 
the  drollest  witticisms,  the  most  sparkling  verse  and 
the  smartest  writings  of  Canadians  in  every  province. 
Goblin  humour  is  Canadian  humour  at  its  best, 
rollicking  and  rib-tickling,  a  favourite  of  all  the  family. 
Here  is  your  opportunity  to  purchase,  at  the  regular 
subscription  price,  the  best  of  Canadian  fun  and  at  the 
same  time,  if  you  are  accurate,  win  one  of  the  major 


prizes,  absolutely  without  cost. 

This  is  Goblin's  Second  Great  Puzzle  Contest.  Sc 
great  was  the  popularity  of  the  first,  that  we  are  thi< 
time  greatly  Increasing  both  the  number  of  prizes  and 
their  value. 

A  Chrysler  Sedan,  the  first  prize  in  Goblin's  lasi 
contest,  was  won  by  the  Rev.  A.  W.  Guild,  Hamilton, 
and  was  presented  to  him  by  Mayor  Treleaven  at  the 
City  Hall,  Hamilton. 

In  a  few  weeks  someone  will  be  mighty  proud  to  sil 
behind  the  wheel  of  this  powerful,  superby  beautiful 
and  exquisitely  appointed  Packard  Car.  Will  It  be  you 
You,  alone,  must  decide! 
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Free! 

skill  and  accuracy 
Puzzle  Contest 


GENERAL  RULES 

'1)  Contest  is  open  to  everyone  except  (a)  em- 
jloyees  of  Goblin  and  their  immediate  families; 
tO  prize-winners  in  the  last  contest  who  won 
nore  than  $100. 

2)  To  enter  contest  it  is  necessary  to  enclose  at 
east  $2.00  for  an  eight  months'  subscription  to 
Joblin  Magazine.  See  Prize  List  found  elsewhere 
n  this  advertisement  and  note  how  the  value  of 
^our  prize  is  increased  by  sending  in  a  full  year's 
iubscription  to  Goblin  and  subscriptions  from 
^our  friends. 

3)  A  contestant  can  solicit  friends  for  subscrip- 
ions  and  for  such  subscriptions  he  or  she  will  be 
jntitled  to  submit  solutions  to  the  puzzle;  also 
:hose  who  subscribe  through  a  contestant  may 
submit  solutions  to  the  puzzle.  Get  your  friends 
:o  help  you  get  subscriptions. 

[4)  All  solutions  must  be  accompanied  by  a  cash 
subscription,  otherwise  they  will  not  be  accepted. 
All  solutions  are  recorded  and  cannot  be  changed 
snee  they  are  received  at  the  contest  office. 


.^jp-f". 


FIRST  PRIZE- Chrysler  Sedan  valued  at 
$1,065.  Here  is  a  car  that  gives  an  ease  and 
luxury  of  driving  and  riding  that  makes 
motoring  take  on  a  new  meaning.  Has  a 
jick-up  from  5  to  25  miles  an  hour  in  8 
seconds.  Supremely  beautiful  and  ultra- 
smart  in  its  air  of  distinction  and  correct- 
less  of  grooming,  also  cash  bonus  noted 
i rider  prize  list. 


5)  It  is  not  necessary  for  a  contestant  to  send  in 
he  entire  amount  of  subscription  money  at  any 
■ne  time.  Accurate  records  are  kept  and  every 
ime  a  contestant  makes  a  remittance,  the  amount 
vill  be  added  to  the  previous  amount  which  a 
ontestant  has  to  his  credit. 

6  Contestants  can  send  in  a  different  answer  to 
he  puzzle  each  time  they  make  a  remittance,  but 
lot  more  than  one  prize  and  bonus  will  be  paid  to 
ne  family  living  at  one  home  address. 
.7 1  Extra  puzzle  forms  may  be  obtained  free  by 
n-iting  to  the  Contest  Department. 
I  Ml  money  orders,  cheques  or  postal  notes 
lust  be  made  payable  to  Goblin  Magazine; 
cknowledgements  will  be  made  immediately  upon 
»ceipt  of  solutions. 

'  Every  figure  in  the  picture  is  complete.  If  in 
oubt  about  any  of  the  figures,  send  in  the  chart 
dth  a  figure  marked,  to  the  Contest  Depart- 
ient,  which  will  gladly  tell  you  what  it  is. 
I  10 j  If  the  correct  answer  is  not  sent  in  by  any 
i  jntestant,  the  prizes  will  be  awarded  for  the 

•arest  correct  solution. 
I  11)   In  the  event  of  a  tie,  a  second  puzzle  will  be 
tailed.     This  pwoele  will  be  a  problem  requiring 


FIRST  PRIZE— This  or  any  other  model  Packard  Car,  of  value  of  $3,450.  Visualize  yourself 
behind  the  steering  wheel  of  this  magnificently  appointed  car,  famous  for  its  year-in  and 
year-out  untiring  performance,  for  its  ease  of  handling,  its  unlimited  power  and  its  distinc- 
tive beauty.  Surely  here  is  a  prize  worth  working  for,  and  best  of  all,  the  work  is  the  best 
of  fun.  Don't  rely  upon  your  memory,  read  the  instructions  and  begin  NOW!  Someone 
will  win  this  car.  You,  alone,  must  decide  whether  in  a  few  weeks  this  Packard  will  be 
YOURS.    Also  cash  bonus  noted  under  prize  list. 


accuracy  in  addition  and  subtraction.  Only  those 
tieing  will  be  permitted  to  solve  the  second 
puzzle.  Should  more  than  one  person  submit  the 
correct  solution  to  the  second  puzzle,  the  prizes 
will  be  equally  divided  among  those  tieing.  No 
cash  remittance  will  be  accepted  upon  a  second 
puzzle. 

1 12)  Solutions  to  the  contest  must  be  in  the 
Goblin  office  not  later  than  midnight,  November 
26th,  1927,  but  contestants  are  advised  to  send  in 
their  answers  as  soon  as  possible.  Special  bonuses, 
which  will  be  noted  elsewhere  in  this  advertise- 
ment, are  offered  for  early  solutions. 
(13)  In  entering  the  contest,  contestants  agree  to 
abide  by  the  rules  of  the  contest  and  to  accept 
the  decision  of  the  judges  as  final.  The  Goblin 
Magazine  reserves  the  right  to  amend  or  add  to 
the  rules  of  this  contest,  if  necessary,  for  the 
protection  of  the  interests  of  both  the  contestants 
and  Goblin  Magazine.  The  right  is  also  reserved 
to  refund  subscriptions  and  to  disqualify  any 
contestants  whom  the  judges,  the  contestants' 
representatives,  deem  undesirable. 


SPECIAL  BONUS  PRIZES 
$50.00  in  cash  will  be  given  to  the  candidate 
sending  in  the  first  correct  or  nearest  correct 
answer  to  the  puzzle,  received  in  the  Goblin 
Contest  Office  not  later  than  noon,  October 
15th,  1927. 

Further  prizes  of  $25.00,  $15.00  and  $10.00 
will  be  awarded  those  contestants  securing 
the  second,  third  and  fourth  nearest  solu- 
tions by  this  date. 

A  contestant  winning  a  Special  Bonus  Prize 
will  not  be  barred  from  winning  one  of  the 
regular  prizes.  Special  Bonus  Prize  winners 
will  be  announced  along  with  the  regular 
winners. 

A  Child  Brain  Developer 
Parents:  Encourage  your  children  to  try 
the  puzzle.  Every  bright  boy  or  girl  will  be 
delighted  to  work  out  the  problem.  As  a 
brain  developer  it  cannot  be  beaten.  Parents 
may  help  the  children  work  out  the  problem. 
Young  and  old  will  find  it  a  pleasant  and 
profitable  pastime. 


SOLUTION  BLANK  TO  BE  USED  BY  CONTESTANTS 

This  blank  must  be  used  when  sending  subscriptions  and  solutions. 


MY  ANSWER  TO  THE  PROBLEM  IS 

Gentlemen:  Kindly  enroll  my  name  as  a  contestant 
in  your  puzzle  contest.    I  am  enclosing  herewith  the 

sum  of  $ which  kindly  place  to  my  cre- 
dit, both  as  entrance  fee  to  the  contest  and  as  a  paid- 
up  subscription  to  Goblin  for  the  following  party 
or  parties: 


SUBSCRIPTION  PRICE  LIST 

$2.00 ...  8  Months.     $7.00 . . .  3  Years. 

3.00..  .1  Year.  9.00 ..   4  Years. 

5.00.  .   2  Years.        10.00  ..   5  Years. 
Mark  "X"  opposite  name  to  indicate 
whether    a    new    subscription    or    a 
renewal. 


SUBSCRIBER'S  NAME 


ADDRESS 


AMOUNT 


New 
Sub. 


Old 
Sub. 


Is  this  your  first  solution  to  the  puzzle? How  much  money  have  you  sent  in  to 

(YeB  or  No) 

date? If  this  solution  wins  a  prize,  send  it  to 

(Name  and  address  to  be  printed) 
NOTE — Please  answer  all  questions  on  this  form. 

The  Contest  Department,  Goblin  Magazine,  170  Bay  St.,  Toronto  2,  Ont. 

NOTE. — If  your  subscription  was  sent  in  by  another  contestant  you  must  put  his  or  her 
name  below: 

Name 

City  or  Town Province 
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THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 
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Babu/s 
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Best  -forYou  and  Baby  ioo^ 


Howto  A  Perfect  Looking  Nose 


Obtain 


My    Latest  Improfed    Model    25 

corrects  now  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Trilety,  Pioneer  Nose-Shaping 
Specialist,  Dept.  2917, 

Bingham  ton.  -  -  N.Y 


TRAIN  SICKNESS 

Mothersill's  prevents  exhaustion, 
nausea,  dizziness  and  faintness  of 
Train  Travel.  Journey  by  Sea, 
Train,  Auto,  Car  or  Air  in  Health 
and   Comfort.  33 

75c.  &  $1. 50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
The    Mothersill   Remedy   Co.,    Ltd. 
New  York  ^^  ,    ■  .^^^  Montreal 

Paris  -^TH  3  if».Jf>^.         London 


SEASICK 


25  Tears 


In  Use 


Free  Speech 

(Continued from  page  35) 

the  moral  side  is  concerned,  I  consider 
it  to  be  fairly  clean.  I  have  no  complaint 
there.  Now,  wishing  to  make  my  criti- 
cism constructive  rather  than  destructive, 
I  would  suggest  that  you  give  "us  non- 
college-going  people"  some  "non-college" 
jokes.  That  is  where  you  fall  down. 
A  college  man  has  not  a  care  in  the  world 
(comparatively  speaking),  and  therefore 
is  ready  to  bubble  over  with  mirth  at 
all  times.  But  it  takes  more  to  make  a 
man  laugh  who  is  earning  his  own  bread 
and  butter  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow. 
I    know. 

I  hope  this  will  be  taken  in  the  spirit 
it  is  given,  and  that  I  will  soon  be  able 
to  read  a  bigger  and  better  "Canadian 
Humorous  Magazine."  If  so,  I  wil  ] 
renew  my  subscription.  If  not,  well, 
good-bye. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Marsden  Kirk. 

Address:    Marsden   Kirk, 

"Casa      Cerchi,"      (meaning      "Kirk 
Cottage"), 
c/o  Mr.  Greenslades, 

R.R.  No.  I,  Islington,  Ontario. 

*  *        * 

"Live  and  be  Happy" 

Nogies  Creek.  Ontario, 

Sept.   6,    1927. 
The  Editor, 

Goblin   Magazine. 
Toronto,  Ontario. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  have  read  the  letters  in  the  "Free 
Speech"  column  ever  since  we  started 
the  paper.  I  find  some  very  interesting 
conversation  in  it. 

We  have  but  taken  the  paper  since 
April  and  every  member  of  our  family 
looks  forward  to  the  day  when  the 
Goblin  arrives. 

It  stays  on  our  lounge  in  the  living- 
room  and  whoever  is  done  first  at  the 
meals  excuses  himself  and  takes  the 
Goblin.    It's  a  race  to  win  it. 

Some  of  the  people  who  write  in 
ridiculing  this  paper  make  me  wonder 
why  they  ever  took  it. 

We  also  find  by  this  "Free Speech"  that 
some  of  the  people  in  this  world  have  a 
very  keen  sense  of  humour. 

I  say  a  joke's  a  joke;  any  paper  has  a 
certain  amount  of  laughter  in  it.  Some 
of  the  people  have  to  take  the  joke  wrong 
every   time. 

Everyone  should  "live  and  be  happy" 
only  when  sorrow  avails. 

I'm  closing  looking  forward  for  the 
October  issue,  wishing  it  were  coming 
to-morrow. 

I    remain, 
Mrs.  Robt.  J.  Cairnduff. 

*  *        * 

Wholesome,  Amusing 

501  Canada  Building. 

Winnipeg,  Sept    9th,  1927. 

Messrs.  Goblin  Limited, 

Toronto  2,  Ontario. 
Gentleman : 

I    have    had     much     pleasure 

from  the  paper  and  will  look  forward  to 
securing  it  at  regular  intervals  wherever 
I  happen  to  be. 

Wishing  you  continued  success  in  your 
efforts  to  create  a  wholesome,  amusing 
Canadian  magazine.      I  am. 

Yours  faithfully, 

A   W    Jones. 


Time/ 


SAVE  IT 
SAVE  MONEY 
SAVE  YOURSELF 


Your  letters,  circulars,  notices  of  every  kind  turned  out 
on  this  machine  with  amazing  rapidity  and  neatness. 


$50.00    COMPLETE 

Every  Office,  School.  Church  and  Club  can  save  time, 
money  and  worry  by  using  this  compact,  sturdy  outfit. 

Sent  on  5-day  approval 

A.  S.  HUSTWITT 

11  Wellington  St.  E.        Toronto  2 


For  Anyone 

With 

Weak    Digestion 

BOVRIL 

is  Excellent 


Give  to  your  complexion  a 
charming,  soft,  youthful 
freshness.  This  delicate,  re- 
fined touch  of  adorable  beauty 
is  yours  to  command  thru 

GoURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 
Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd.  T.   Hookins  A.  Son, 

MONTREAL 
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War 

in  the 

Air! 


/ 


Here  is  your  oppor- 
tunity to  read  the 
thrilling  story  of  Can- 
ada's achievements  in 
the  air  from  the  pen  of 
a  distinguished  ace. 

NOW  IT  CAN 
BE  TOLD 

—  unknown  events  —  for 
eight  years  hushed — are 
brought  to  light  in  this 
amazing  series. 

Read  the  story  of  Colonels 
Bishop  and  Barker,  of 
Collishaw,  of  Leckie,  of 
MacLaren  and  the  thous- 
ands of  Canadians  who 
flew,  laughing,  to  almost 
certain  death! 

TEAR    OUT 

this  page,  write  your 
name  and  address  across 
the  picture  and  send  with 
$3.00  for  3  years  subscrip- 
tion. 


■ 


" Canadian  Pilots  in  the  Great  War" 

Written  by  Major  Bert  Wemp,  D.F.C.  with  the  co-operation  of  the  British  War  Office, 
the  Canadian  Governments  and  dozens  of  distinguished  flying  men.  Illustrated  with 
numerous   authentic  photos.      Now  being   published   exclusively   in   the 

CANADIAN     MAGAZINE 

345-349  West  Adelaide  Street,  Toronto 
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O    AN 

Speedabout 

to  some  college 
artist 


^TRIM.  new  Essex  Speedabout  with  a 
special  paint  job,  an<l  seventy-five  other 
prizes  by  Eugene  Dietzgen  Company  will 
be  awarded  by  COLLEGE  HUMOR  to  the 
college  artists  submitting  the  best  original 
drawings  before  January   15.  1928. 

Drawings  may  be  done  in  any  medium  in 
black  and  white.  Several  drawings  may  be 
submitted  if  return  postage  accompanies 
each  drawing. 

Three  famous  artists,  James  Montgomery 
Flagg,  Gaar  Williams  and  Arthur  William 
Brown,  will  judge  the  drawings.  In  case  of 
a  tie  two  Essex  cars  will  be  awarded.  Other 
drawings,  if  accepted,  will  be  paid  foi  at 
regular  rates. 

See  the  new  Essex  Speedabout  you  may 
win    a  t 

Hudson-Essex  Showrooms 


For  complete  details  see  a  copy  of  COLLEGE  HUMOR 
now  on  sale  on  the  news-stands  Drawings  should 
be  sent   immediately   to   the   Art    Contest    Editor 


1050HLaSalleSt 
chicago,  ill 


Knew  What  He  Wanted 


"Gif  me  two  pounds  of  dat  salmon." 
"That  isn't  salmon.     That's  ham." 

"Who  asked  you  vat  it  vas?"         — Iowa  Frivol. 

*  *        * 

"And  how  did  John  play  the  king  when  you  saw 
Hamlet?" 

'  Well,    rather   as    though    he    thought   some   one 

would  play  the  ace."  — Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Ignorant 

"Can  you  imagine  anyone  sitting  there  like  that 
and  eating  in  front  of  the  skunk  cage?  I  don't  see 
how  they  stand  it." 

"Perhaps  they  can't  read."  — Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

O-U-T  Spells  Out 

A  drunk  wandered  into  an  auction  sale  where 
the  bidding  was  fast,  and  the  auctioneer  yelled  in  a 
raucous  voice: 

"All  right,  bid  up,  ninety-seven,  ninety-eight, 
ninety-nine — " 

"One  hundred!"  roared  the  drunk,  as  he  covered 
his  eyes  with  his  hands,  "and  all  around  base  are 
caught." 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *        * 

"Who  gave  you  the  black  eye?" 

"Nobody  gave  it  to  me,    I   had   to  fight  for  it." 

— Boston  U.  Beanpot. 

*  *        * 

"Huh— huh—  !—!--!  —Huh— huh!" 

"Such  blasphemy, little  boy!  What  are  you  about?" 

"Get   the out   of   the   way,    'fat'  lady.     I'm 

late  to  choir  practice!     Huh! — huh!" 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

As  She  Is  Spoke 

Abie:    "Papa,  vat  iss  a  nugget?" 
Abe:    "A  nugget,  Abie,  iss  a  lowlife — a  gud  ver 
nodding." 

— Judge. 

*  *        * 

"Sir,  I  want  your  daughter  for  my  wife." 
"And  I,  sir,  am  not  willing  to  trade." 

— Satyr. 

*  *        * 

Prayer  of  a  Painless  Dentist 

tf"")H,  give  me  molars  crumbling  to  a  shell 

And  large  bicuspids  plainly  lacking  care, 
Incisors  prompting  many  a  lusty  yell 

And  nerves  exposed  to  brutal,  chilling  air. 

Hark  to  my  plea.      Let  all  this  come  to  pass: 
Give  me  the  roots  surprising  in  their  length, 

Laughing  and  every  other  kind  of  gas 

And  stubborn  teeth  on  which  to  try  my  strength. 

Give  me  a  tooth  that's  tender  to  the  touch; 

Then,  in  the  gentlest  words  that  I  can  couch, 
Let  me,  assuring,  say,  "This  won't  hurt  much," 

And  hear  the  echo  sharply  answer,  "OUCH  !  1  " 

— C.  Warden  La  Roe. 
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College  Days 

By  Walter  Hendricks 
As  everything  was  quiet  in 
college  one  falling  morning,  that 
you  could  hear  a  pin  drop  on  the 
college  room  floor.  Jest  before  the 
class  started  to  get  busy  with 
there  lessons,  the  professor  spoke 
and  said,  I  would  like  to  have  the 
girls  and  boys  attention  for  a  few 
moments.  That  I  would  like  to 
pick  one  of  the  boys  in  this  class 
to  draw  a  picture  on  the  small 
blackboard.  The  professor  im- 
mediately picks  a  boy  out.  As  he 
said  young  man  show  the  class  and 
myself  how  good  you  can  draw  a 
picture  on  the  blackboard.  Be 
sure  to  draw  the  picture  as  good 
as  you  possibly  can.  The  boy 
smiled  at  the  professor  and  he 
quickly  drew  a  picture  of  a  chicken 
on  the  blackboard.  Is  that  the 
best  you  can  draw?  said  the  pro- 
fessor to  the  boy.  Yes  sir,  it  is  at 
present,  professor  sir,  said  the  boy. 
What  makes  you  think  that?  said 
the  professor  again  to  the  boy. 
Well  professor  sir  said  the  boy,  I 
haven't  quite  learned  yet  as  being 
an  artist.  Therefore  I  decide  to 
study  all  my  lessons  and  learn  all 
that  I  possibly  can,  and  on  count 
of  me  not  learning  to  be  and  artist. 
Wouldn't  hardly  stop  me  from 
being  graduated  from  college  sir. 
I  should  say  not  said  the  professor, 
as  he  sort  a  laughed  and  told  the 
boy  it  would  be  all  at  present 
that  he  may  take  his  set,  and  the 
professor  told  the  rest  of  the  class 
to  go  on  with  there  work  as  same 
as  usual,  as  it  would  be  all  the 
musement  at  present. 

— In  College  Humor. 

*        *        * 

On  Money 

pMRST    of  all,  I   have  none. 

There  are  two  classes  of 
people,  those  who  lend  money  and 
those  who  borrow. 

There  is  only  one  kind  of  those 
who  lend,  and  they  are  commonly 
known  as  fools. 

Those  who  borrow  are  divided 
into  several  classes.     They  are: 

1 .  The  guy  who  rushes  up  to  you 
and  tells  you  in  a  breathless  and 
hurried  voice  that  he  needs  five  in 
a  helluva  hurry,  and  he'll  pay  it 
back  soon — thanks  a  lot,  gee!  you've 
saved  my  life.  And  then  he  rushes 
away — far,  far  away. 

2.  The  guy  who  actually  patron- 


^tf*% 


THE  initial  cost  of  the 
best  is  higher.  The 
cost  in  the  long  run  is  less 
.  .  .  Naturally  pure  castor 
oil  and  the  finest  mineral 
oils  expertly  blended  cost 
more  per  quart  .  .  .  Nat- 
urally this  finest  of  motor 
oils  gives  the  supreme  in 
service  and  lasts  longer 
.  .  .  Change  your  Castrol 
every  2,000  miles.  Sold 
by  leading  garages  every- 
where. 

WAK  E  Fl  ELD 

CASTROL 

MOTOR    Ol  L 


8Y     APPOINTMENT   TO 
H.M.  THE    KING 


AT     GOOD   GARAGES 
EVERYWHERE 


izes  you  and  does  you  a  favour 
when  he  borrows  from  you.  Hon- 
estly, if  you  accommodate  him,  he 
actually  thinks  you  get  social  posi- 
tion from  the  fact.  You  can  kiss 
anything  slipped  him  good-bye, 
because  gentlemen  never  bother 
about  trifles. 

3.  The  guy  whose  allowance 
hasn't  come  for  three  years. 

4.  The  chap  who  comes  up  and 
bulldozes  and  browbeats  a  five 
from  you,  and  then  says,  "You'll 
never  see  this  again."  Then  when, 
as  is  natural,  you  give  a  nervous 


little  laugh,  he'll  remark  with  a 
cynical  sneer  that  he's  not  kidding. 
And  he  isn't. 

5.  The  rare  bird  that  asks  for  a 
loan  like  a  gentleman  and  pays 
it  back  within  a  couple  of  days. 
(Note:  We  only  know  this  species 
by  hearsay.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
some  claim  that  it  is  extinct.) 

6.  Then  there's  you,  because 
you're  in  a  class  by  yourself  as 
you  will  readily  admit. 

Oh,  could  you  let  me  have  ten 
until  to-morrow? 

— Mercury. 


42 


Goblin 


Quick  Relief 

Jeff    CUTS 
^       BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery. 

Dodd's 

Antiseptic -Healing 

OINTMENT 

for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on   hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


ANT'SEPT|C 
©HEALINGv 


50c  At  AH  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON    BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 
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Just  a  Love  Nest 

A  bird  in  hand  many  be  worth 
two  in  the  nest,  but  it  is  the  two 
in  the  nest  that  keep  the  tabloid 
newspapers  in  business. 

— Boston  Beanpot. 

"What  is  a  murderer  Pop?" 
"A    fellow    who    takes    life   seri- 
ously, son." — M.I.T.  Voo  Doo. 


A  Helpful  Young  Man 

New  Office  Boy:  "A  man  called 
here  to  thrash  you  a  few  minutes 
ago." 

Editor:  "What  did  you  say  to 
him?" 

New  Office  Boy:  "I  told  him  I 
was  sorry  you  were  not  in." 

—  Tawney  Kat. 


Godmother 

THE  day  that  I  was  christened — 
It's   a    hundred    years,    and 

more! — 
A  hag  came  and  listened 

At  the  white  church  door, 
A-hearing  her  that  bore  me 

And  all  my  kith  and  kin 
Considerately,  for  me, 

Renouncing  sin. 
While  some  gave  me  corals, 

And  some  gave  me  gold, 
And  porringers,  with  morals 

Agreeably  scrolled. 
The  hag  stood,  buckled 

In  a  dim  gray  cloak; 
Stood  there  and  chuckled, 

Spat  and  spoke: 
"There's  few  enough  in  life'll 

Be  needing  my  help, 
But  I've  got  a  trifle 

For  your  fine  young  whelp. 
I  give  her  sadness, 

And  the  gift  of  pain, 
The  new-moon  madness. 

And  the  love  of  rain." 
And  little  good  to  lave  me 

In  their  holy  silver  bowl 
After  what  she  gave  me — 

Rest  her  soul! 

— DOROTHY    PARKER. 

In  the  New  York.  World. 

*        *        * 

"Campaign   for   Cheaper    Beer 
in  Toronto 

Toronto,  Aug.  2. 

"We  want  cheaper  beer,"  is  the 
slogan  on  which  at  least  two 
Toronto  aldermen  hope  to  get  a 
political  boost  at  the  next  election. 
The  aldermen  whooped  it  up  for  a 
decrease  when  the  price  of  8  to  15 
per  cent,  brew  was  $1  a  half  dozen 
pints  and  succeeded  in  dropping  it 
to  90  cents  with  3  cents  refund  on 
each  bottle. 

"This,  they  say,  is  not  enough, 
and  the  second  slogan,  "Six  for 
Sixty,"  is  getting  ready  for  the 
election  placards. 

"Sales  of  beer  have  been  all  the 
government  hoped  for  and  all  the 
drys  feared,  but  the  buyers  are  not 
natives.  At  least  40  per  cent,  are 
tourists. 

"Out  of  a  million  male  voters  in 
the  province  just  over  100,000  have 
paid  $2  to  get  a  liquor  permit,  good 
until  the  end  of  October. 

"Wines  may  be  bought  without 
permits." 

— New  York.  Variety. 

Is^that  so? 


Jight  up., for  Health 


USE  light  freely  to  guard  that  most 
precious  asset — the  eyesight  of  youth. 
Good  lighting  costs  little,  yet  it  prevents 
eyestrain,  keeps  the  vision  keen  and  thus 
helps  to  promote  good  health. 

Light  up  for  health  with  the  new  Edison 
Mazda  Lamps.     Their  inside  frosting  dif- 


fuses the  light — without  loss — and  yields  a 
soft  glow  that  is  gratefully  soothing  to  the 
eyes. 

Don't  wait  until  a  lamp  burns  out  to  get  a 
new  one.  Save  time  and  annoyance  by  buy- 
ing the  carton  of  six  Edison  Mazda  Lamps. 


EDISON  MAZDA 


i;i  n-nj.HiHr 


LAMPS  . 

A    Canadian    General    Electric    Product 


SlLVERTOWNS  always  embody 
everything  modern  and  proven  in 
design,    material    and    construction 

CANADIAN  GOODRICH  COMPANY  LIMITED     -      KITCHENER,  ONT. 

Goodrich 

Oilvertowns 

"THEY  PAY  THEIR  WAY" 


